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THE MAID OF MARIENDORPT. 



SCENE I. — A Garden, Low Gardm Wall, and a 

House. 

Enter a Courier. 

Cour. Hoa, tliere ! You in the garden there l 

Hans [_withouf\. Anan ! — ^Enters.^ 

Good day, Sir. A fine morning. Did you call ? 

Esther! Esther! 
Cour. Who lives here ? 
Hans. My maater. 

Cour. That tnow I well as you do ! Do you think 

1 took you for the owner of the house ? 
Hans. I never said yon. did. O Esther ! 
Cour. Who 

Lives here ? 

Hans. My niaster, as I said before. 

Cour. You sluggiah-witted knave ! I want to know 
Your master's name. 

Hans. Couldn't you teil me so 
At once ? What need of going round about, 
The gate before your nose ? Wby give you talk. 
And call you names, when all the fault's your owii ? 
How could I guess it was my master's nanie 
You wiahed to know— Esther ! 

Cour. Who lives here? 

Hans. The minister of Mariendorpt. 
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Coitr. Ig tliat 
Thy raaster's iiaiiio '■ 

H<me. Wliy, 'tis all one. Hia iiatiie 
la Muhldenau, iuid he ''s the ministur 
Of Mariendorpt. 

Cour. Is tiiat t!io only door 
To the Imtisi? ''■ 

Hatia. Go round, you'U find anotlier door, 
The proper ooe — Esther ! 

Cour. Tills way ? 

Hang. Yes, 

Cour. I'd lilte to have the quick uing uf thy wits 1 

Esther [without^. What does that :;osconib speakliig 
there so high ? 

Hatis. There 's Esther Coming ! You Lad best be oft'! 

Cour. Hang you and her together ! [Gwk out. 

Hins. That is kind. 
I would not mind to hang along with her 1 
I'm sick for hivu ! I'in sure I am I I have lost 
My appetite ! My stomach was ray ciock 
That used to give me note of eating-time — 
It never warns me now ! A amoking disli 
Was sure to set my heart a-beating ODce ; 
Now be it Hesli, or fish, or fowl, or aught, 
It moves me uothing. I would rather feaat — 
A tliousand times I would — on Esther's face ! 
I'm mortal aick for love ! I used to sleep ; 
Scarce touch'd my head my pillow, I was ofi', 
Aud, let rae lic, I took niy measiire on 't 
Six hours, at leaat, upon a streich ! but now 
I tiisa and tum, lie atraight, or doubled up, 
Enft)ld mini! arms, or throw them wide abroad, 
Bhyme o'er my prayers, or count a hundred out. 
And then begin again — yet not a ".vink 
The richer for 't, but rise as I lie down 1 
And 'tia true love that ails me ! — very lovo ! 
Of womankind but one can work my eure ! 
^Tis not ae one ma}- fancy veal, and yet 
Put up with mutton ! If I get not her, 
I starve and dio ! How I do love thee, Esther ! 
But thüu rogard'st it not, nor pay'st it iieed ; 
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OF MiBIENDOBPT. 9 

Thou ratest me as notliing ; but I 'm soinething, 

Or never had I fall'n in love witli thee. 

Nor durst I teil thee how I love thee, Esther ! 

O ! lay fair Esther ! ! my goddesa, Esther ! 

My lily, pink, roae, tulip, everything 

That 's beautifut and sweet ! — would thou wast by 

To hear tbe love-names I am ealling thee ! 

Esther enters, speaking angrilt/, holding simie roots. 

Esther. Hoa, airrab Hans ? Is this your work ? 

Harn. Dear Esther ! 
Esther, I can bear anything except 
Yout anger I labour ■without wages ! — work 
From mom tili night — go without breakfast, dinner, 
Or supper — sufFer aught, yet be a man ! 
But when you rate me I am guod for nothing !^ 
A Joint that's pick'd to the hone — fish, three days 

stale — 
Wine gone a month withont the stopper — cbeese 
Scoop'd to the rind and kept in a bot pantry, 
Or fuot of capon only with the strings 
Baked from the garbage where 't bas lain a week ! 
Don't soold me then — in sooth you aliould not do 't, 
For never say I unkind word to thee, 
But call thee still all sorts of loving names. 

Esther. You''ve spoü'd my garden! hoe'd my tulipsup 
Instead of weeds — you have — 

Haris. Don't stamp at me, 
It makes my beart jump — Ah ! — 'Twas kind of you 
To stop ! But knew Bhe bow I loved her"foot, 
She would not stamp it at me. 

Esther. ,Why do you touoh 
My garden ? 

Hans. Tis to make it orderly ; 
Keep tbe eartb smooth, and rake it small as crumbs ; 
Prop tlie tall flowers with Standards ; olear tbe beda 
Of chick-weed, graaa, and thievish dandelion, 
That sucks up all the nourishment around it ; 
Trim the box edges straight and of a piece. 
And roll tbe gravel-walks tili they are even 
And smooth as any carpet. 
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Esther. Would your paiiis 
Would spare themselves ! The otlipr ilay you broke 
My Snest rose, 

Hans. It was with kissing it ! 
It was iniÜeed your finest rnse, and so 
I oall'd it Esther, and in very trutli 
Made love to it, and in my raptiire broke it 1 

Esther, if you knew- — 
Esther. Knew what ? 
Hans, Nay, notliing. 

You take me up so anappishly 1 i am sure 

1 bear you U)uch good wilt — I say but gooi> 
Becausc I am afraid to teil you what 

I bear you; and wlien you intreat me harshiy 
I can't endure it, but it brings my hcart 
Into my throat, that I begin to choke, 
And then I fall a-crying. Don't you see 
I 'm crying now — and wiping of my eyes ? 

Eatlier. A fly liaa got into them. 

Hans. Do you aay 
A fly? I would it wero so sraall a tbing ! 
i would it wetü a gnat, a wasp, a homet — 
Better bc atung by anything than Esther, 
A fly indecd ! I would it wore a fly — 
Tt was no fly ! 1) Esther, if you knew ! 

Esther. Knew what ' What dost tliou mcan ' 

Hans. Alaek-aday ! 

Esti/er. Go clean the knives and forka ! — 

'[_Stampinff at htm. 

Hans. They are made of steel, 
And steel is hard, and, if it is, no wonder. 
'Tis steel — and "tis its nature ! 'Tis not so 
With human hearts, for they are flesh and blood, 
Whereof was never made, nor will be made, 
Nor can be made, a knife and fork, and yet 
No steel at times is harder ! 'Tis a pity. 

EsOwr. Is all that silvcr cieand ? 

Haim. How eweet a sound 
Has silver 1 Yet 'tis heafc proof. Without fear 
Yon dip it in a pot of boiling hroth, 
Which you can not the tonguo, and yet how harsh 
The tringue will wmetimes sound ! 
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op märienborpt. n 

Esther \jtampinff']. Have you yoar wits ? 

Hans. Yes ! — No '. — I only have a. part of thera. 
I'll teil yo« where the otlier part is gone 
If you will let me. 

Esther. Well, Sir? 

Hans. If you knew 

Esther [stampimt more violenü^y Begone, 1*11 
never know ! — [Hans ffoes out.'] — Wliat does 
he mean 1 
The creature "s not in love with me ? Ne'er yet 
Met I the man was hold enough to woo me, 
And that among bold men — and would he try, 
Whom nature by mistake did frame a man, 
And give a chicken's heart to ? I aliould üke 
To See hin» woo me ! Why I haye ta'en his part, 
Äs doth a mother her girl-petted hoy'e 
A thoasand times — saved him from kicks aud beatings — 
Fought für him while he haa atood hy and crow'd 

To see me win his battle " If I knew '. " 

I half suspect the thing 's in iove witli rau ! 

And, now I think on't, tat thia month or two 

The boy ia alter'd wond'rously ! He sighs, 

And sighs ! — and mumbles to himself, and goes 

Moping about the house. Sure as I live, 

The boy 'a in love, and I'm to have a husband ! 

I, to whom man durst never aay a soft thing 

Thi! aecond time ! A husband ! I shall die 

At the thought [Jauffhs']. Make Hana my busband 

\Jauffhs] — then the end 
O' th' World were come ^lanphej. O dear ! my aides 

will crack 
With laughter ! Esther go to church with Hans ! 
Take oath to love, to honour, and obey him ! \Jav^hs.'J 
Yes, with a curtsey ! and then take him home 
In my apron ! Esther become vrife to Hans ! \Janffh».'^ 
Hans biisband «nto Esther! [/«mj/ä».] Husband! 
Uatiffhs.'J Husband ! 

Enter Madjub Roselheim. 
Mad. Ros. Why, Esther, what 'a the matter ? 
Esther \jtiU laughin^^. I'm laughing ! 
Mad. Ros. I see you are. What makes you laugh ? 
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Esther. {lau^liiny'\. A thouglit 
That came into my head. 

Matl. Ros. Diamiss it tben — 
Beliovea you to he busy wltli grave mattera. 
YoiiT luaster leaves us. He ia aummon'd lience 
By STidden requisition of high dsity. 

Esther. Höw soon ? 

Ma(l. Ros. Ät once. Prepaie für his departun;, 

Eu/ier. Goes Meeta witli liim ? 

Ma/l. Ros. No, nor any one. 
A aecret miasion takea liim for the aervtce 
OF her, tiie Royal dame, n'ho was liia mistreES. 

EttJifr. And how will Meeta bear it ? 

M.ad. Rßs. Aa she ought. 
Meeta know3 notliing paramnunt to duty. 

Esther. And thia to fall njion the very eve 
Of her wedding. Will it stop it i 

Mad. Rot. I don't know, 

Est/ier. I hope it will not ; I have fear of crosaes 
In all such matters. 

Mad. Ros. Thittkest thou of weddinga< 

Esther. Madam ! ^Stißmg a laiigk. 

Mad. Ros. Wliy, Esther, wbat's the matter with you ? 

Esther. Xothing ! — That is — TTnleaa I laugU 111 die 1 
[Oo& out, laughing immoderateli/. 

Mad. Ros. What's come to her ? 'Tis not her mood 
to laugli — 
At auch a timc too. But I have not thought 
To waste on her. A dangeroua mission this — 
A search unauthorized ; and that, with foes ^ 
On every aide of him, The reverend mau 
For duty puts his life in jeopardy, 
Nor pauses, but as aoon as call'd oboys. 
His danghter on tlie eve of marriage too, 
As Esther said — her hridagroom daily look'd foi, 
My son, my Rupert — fit to mate a princess, 
But yet more fitly with sweet Meeta match'd. 
In virtae without peer ! "Will he poatpone 
Their nnptiaU ? No, he will not, if I know him . 
But wbatsoever he reaolvea ia wise ; 
For piety ia stiil the good nian's law. [_Goes out. 
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OF MARIENDORI'T. 

SCENE ll.~A Room in Muhldbnad's House. 
Enter Muhldenau. 

Mukl. Meeta ! I thonght she wras alone with me ! 
No wonder if the newa transfixes lier 
With deep abstraction, newly told ; when I, 
Already in possesaioii on't, alike 
Forget myself ! Why, Meeta ! Come. my child. 

Meeta [^enterinff\. And must you go ? 

Muhl. The vüice that calls me hence 
I never diaobey*d — durst disobey ! 
Thou art here in safety. This, thy father's will, 
Froni want asaures thee — leaves thee heit indeed 
To modest competencD. Thy nuptials too, 
Which, for this ohance I would not have postponed, 
Oive thee a fatlier in a husband. Thiis 
Absolved from care on thy account, I go ; 
For thou art good, my chüd, and hast he.'iide 
Ä Father whom thou lovest to obey, 
With power no less than will to guard Lis child, 
That trusts in him — in every place at hand, 
At every hoiir — the Fatlier of thy father! 
In whose strong liands, and pitiful as strong, 
I leave thee, sayiiig, " Let liis will be done ! " 

Meeta. Will you be long away ? 

MuAl. Not long, I hope ; 
Not very long. What call you long, my child ? 
A yeaJ ? 

Meeta. 0, not a year ! 

Muhl, No ! no ! No fear 
Ofthat. — No; certainly I sliall not be 
A year away. 

Meeta. Not half a year ? 

Muhl. Not half 
A year. 

Meeta. Half that ? 

Muhl. I know not, but shoiild think 
A lapse more brief ahould bring me home again 

Meeta. Perhaps a montU ? 

Muhl. Perhaps ; but graver things 
Lie in the hands of seconds. Yta ; a second 
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Might balk departure, yet remove tne from thee. 
Never again to meet thee — in this world — 
In this World, Meeta ! so, think less of abscnee, 
That bere hath tennma,tioii, 

Meeta. Is tho miasion 
That takes you, dangeroiis ■' 

Mtüd. VW not dcceive you : 
Itis. 

Meeta. Sweet Heavcn have mercy '. 

Muhl It is well 
To call for that — but better 'tis to know 
That wLat Heaven wiUa is right I — believe in that, 
Thou'lt find !t in the end to thy account, 
But what is danger? la't alwaya the thing 
We call so ? Sin is danger, certainly, 
Putting in jeopardy man's proper life, 
The life to come ! — but wiiat is danger eise I 
'Tis hard to say ! Of this, howe'er, be snre, 
More oft it weara a smooth face than a rough. 
So for the most part found when least expected. 
And fatalest ! The storms that are foretold 
Are easiest mct— the reefs avoided 
Tliat raise tlie ripple t He did not feast that night 
Who saw the writing, to the prophet's mind 
Explaiu'd nionc, although reveal'd to alt ; 
And wiiile the impioua revel yet held on 
The flood did tum its wave, to let the aurge 
Of battle in, and ruin overthrew 
Hirn and his kingdom ! Hear me, Meeta ; glad 
This aummons mates me, tiio' it threatens dani^er . 
And, for I know tliat it will liearten thee 
To bear niy absente, 1 will teil theo why. 
Sit down, my child. Thou Jiadst a sieter, Meeta. 

Mecui. \ sister '. 

MuJd. I have kcpt the knowledge from tliee. 
To save the questioning had follow'd it. 
And could not be replied to without coet 
Of Buffering. whilo recollection of 
Bereatement yet was young. 

Meeta. I had a sister? 

Ma*/. Von liad a sister. 
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OP MARIENDORPT. 15 

Meeta. Had! 

Muhl. Had, Meeta. 

Meeta. Had! 
Älas ! was I so rieh, and knew it not ? 
I had a aister ! what light and warmth 
Of love, I ncvcr knew before, the thonght 
Hath ahot into my souI ! — And now — and now. 
All 's strangely datk and cold ! How ia it, father, 
I had a siater, and remember not ? 

Muhl. Because 'twaa in thy childhood, Meeta, when 
The memory, too teuder, yielda impreasions 
Their cauaes ta'en away.— And yet there was 
A time thou didst remember such a thing ! 

Meeta. Waa there? O heartleBs Meeta! Once re- 
member 
She had a aister, and forget it ever ! 

Muhl. Thou hast forgot the siege of Magdeburgh. 

Meeta. No ! I remember that ! I never hear 
The thunder, but I think of that !— or see 
The lightning aet the aky on fire, but that 
Comes back to me ! — No ! — no ! — I recoUect 
The siege of Magdeburgh ! 

Muhl. How long did it last ? 

Meeta. One night. 

Muhl. Three months ! 

Meeta, I only recollect 
One night — and it was in the street, and men 
With horrid looks and yells ran to and fro ! 
On horaeback somo, and some on foot — aome firing. 
And some with swords which they did whirl and dart 
Ab they moved on. 

Muhl. Ay ! mercy ahewed they not 
That night to man or woman! 

Meeta. Woman ? No ! 
I saw them seize one by the hair ! — I am aure 
I did! 

Muhl. Yen did — you told me so yoiu^elf. 

Meeta. I told you so myself ? 

Muhl, You have foi^ot ! 
And can you wonder ? You were barely then 
Tum'd five years old. Were you not near that woman? 
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16 THE MAID 

Meeta. Yes ! close to her ! I had a hold of her, 

Muhl. That too you told me. Do you not reraemher ; 

Mecla. No. 

Mufti. !No ! — not when I found thee in the street 
Wandering alone, and 'twixt tliy sobbinga, on 
Thy father calling ? 

Me/tta. No. 

Mukl. Tiiou told'st it me 
Tlie followiiig day, and often afterwards. 
I let the frujtless inquisitioii drop, 
So memory feil aaleep! ßcmember'st auglit 
That woman can'ied ? 

Meeta. Carricfl ? 

MtiM. Garried. 

Meeta. No. 

Mukl. She was tliy sister's mirse, 

Meetcf. It was a cliild 
She carried ! "Was it ? Yes — I see it now 
In her arme, as piain as I See you. 0, heart '. 
■What hast thou been about ! All's clear as uoon ! — 
A child she carried, and it was my sister ! 
1 recollect my sister ! Were tbey killed ? 

Muhh The woman was. 

Meeta. And not my sister ? 

M«M. That 
Knows Heaven alone ! That night of camage over, 
We search'd tlie atreet — the woman's body found, 
But of thy little ^ster not a trace ! 

Meeta. And you did search the street ? — t-he war' nut 
kill'd ! 
Had übe been kill'd, her body had been found 
Sure as the niirae's — Yes ! — and I have heard 
Nine timey in ten, when caught in mortal stratt 
A woman with an infant in ber arms, 
Altbo' sbc lose beraelf, will save her load ! 
Slie was not kill'd, for didn't I escape ! 
I tbat did wail and clamour as you aay ! — 
They hart not me whora eise soe'er tbey hurt ; 
And would tbey bann a little speechless child, 
As like to smile at them as lootc afraid ; 
To come to tbem, if it could walk, as fly ? 



•dby Google 



OF MARIENDORPT. 

'Tis not in mortal man that Las his wits, 

To alay a little hannless, witless child ! 

To wound it, Bcratch it! — I would stake my life 

She was not kill'd — Some one did snatcli her up— 

Take her away — put in a place of safety — 

God bless him ! clierishes lier now perhaps 

As if ahe were his uwn ! Do you not thiük 

She is alive ? — I'm aure ahe is alive ; 

1 have a sister still '. 

Miihl. Thy sanguine heart 
A little light enlargea into day. 
It is thy father's natura which tliou hast, 
Uncheck'd in thee, in him subdued by time. 
Now see'st tiitiu why this aummona is a thing 
To welcome ? Hitherto my debt t« thee, 
My yeamings for my lost one still bas held 
In check— yes, yearnings, Meeta ; for I own 
The likenesa, tho' a faint one, of thy hope, 
Touching thy sister, round thy fathers heart 
Hath ever hung ! but now that I am call'd, 
Commanded — for 'tis even so, my cbild — 
To leave theo — tho' tbe track I mnst pursue 
Borders with danger, yet it is a joumey 
I undertake more pleased, than I 'd forego ! 
For — if we may believe in presf^ea — 
And wberefore not if we believe at alt, 
As who shall sliape and hound the waya of heaven— 
To other issue than ita proper one ? 
And nearer to myself this mission leads— 
Perhaps conceming thee ! — perhaps — Yes, Meeta, 
1 cannot help the thought, for, next to thee, 
It is the atay of my old age — perhaps 
Conceming— 

Meeta. My lost sister. 

Mukl. Yes, my child, 
Not dead, I do bölieve, but lost. How well 
You reason'd on 't ! The body was not found : 
A nurse, as thon didst say, will loae herself, 
Yet save her load — 'tia not, I do believe. 
In flesh and blood to sUy a little child : 
You 're right, the child was saved — ia living yet ! 
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You have made your father tum a boy again 1 
Well, be it so ! I do believe it, Meeta ! 
You aro content, my child, to let me go ? 

Meeta. I am, air — tliat is, nüt, aa at the firat, 
My heart grows sick at tliought of losing you. 
Couldn't I go too ? — No — no ! — Tliere is danger, 
And that's my answer. Farewell, father !— Tlicrc ! 
We'll say good-bye at once I 

Mu/il. Not yet, my child '. 
Sbould'st tho« require a friend when I'm away, 
Here is tbo name of one. He Uvea in Prague : 
He is a Jew, 

Meela. A Jew ! 

Muhl. He'il give thee counsel, 
Shouldst thou have need of it. 

Meeta. A Jew ? 

Muhl. Or if 
Thy ftinds tun low in sudden exigence. 
He '11 help them mount again, 

Meeta. A Jew ? 

Muhl. Whynot? 

Meeta. And I a Christian father's child ! 

Muhl. Is not 
A Jew a man ? Wouidst thou, a Christian, help 
A Jew, that's of thy creed an enemy ? 

Meeta. I would ! 

Muhl. And wby not then a Jew help thee^ 
I know a reason ; biit the blame on't liea 
Not on the other side. It is the racc 
Elect from all mankind, whoae course is mark'd 
From youngeat time by high behesta from Hcaveu, 
By rairaciäs and oraclea, and deeds 
Of mighty men who put their tmst thercin I 
Don't fear tliy father's friend ! — Don't fear the Jew! 

Meeta. \ am cotrected, sir.— I ahall observe. 

Muhl. Here eomes thy Rupert'sniother — and in time. 

Enltr Madajik Rosbliieul. 
My absence, madam, need not be a let 
Tn stay my daughter's nuptials with thy son. 
I know a soldier'a time is not bis nwn : 
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Andwhat is granted him, behoves him use. 
So, Meeta, do not wait for my retiim, 
If past the time delay'd — Farewell, ray child! 
Madam, farewell I — "We are in the hands of Heaven ! 
ZGoet out; and Meeta, öfter a strtiffffle, falls 
leeeping upon tke ned:ofM.ABAM.E Roselheim. 



SCENE I, — MüHLDENAü's Garden. 



Enley Esther and Hans. 

HaKi. Now, Esther, liave I ploased you ? Is there 
aught 
I have forgotten ? The gatlanda properly disposed, 
The seats in order, and the Company, 
Bid as you told me ? There'g the rausio too, 
Tliree fiddka — first and second, and a baas, 
A hautboy, flute and harp ! Are you not pleased ? 
Iiook pleased ! Do, Esther ! Seidom do you smile 
On me; and welcomer than Christmaa day, 
Or New-Year's day, or any day o' the year, 
Were one kind look from Esther. 

Esther. To aay truth, 
You haye managed finely ! 

Hans. Law ! how 3weet you smile ! 
What'a honey now ? I wouldn't take a hi?e 
To pay for't with that smüe ! Indeed, I wouldn't, 
In very deed, I wouldn't — and I'm fond 
Of honey ! furioua fond of it. dear ! 
A thing so Sweet to see, what must it be 
To taste ? O happy days of boyhood, wheu 
Whatever I did right was Sure to get me 
A kiss from ray mother. Times are changed with Hans; 
Do what he uiay, he gets no kisses now. 

Esther, Now he wanta me to kiss him ! — 80. — 
Good Hans, 
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'Tis not with men, you kiiow, as 't.is with boys : 
Kissee do conie to boys, but men muat fetch them. 
Hans. But kuew I i could get them— I wou!d fetcli 

Esther. WliyjHanSjhowcaiiyoukiiowunlessyou try? 
Hans. Unlessl tryl^Nowmcan you wliat yousay? 
Est/ier. "Wliy say it eise ? 
Hmis. And tliey'ü be liad by fetcliing ? 
Esther. A fool may teil they'll not be liad without. 
Hans. Estlier ! 
Est/ier. Well! 

Hatts. Would J co\ild liear tliec say, 
" O Hans ! " 

Esther. Hans !— There, I've said it ! —Well ? 
Ham. Durst I but tty ? But then there is tlie fear ! 
Esther. And there's tlie hoiie ! the flower beside the 

Hans. Estlier !—OIi. 

Esther. Hans ! 

Hans. Give mc a kias ! 

Esther. Fool ! — said I not before, 
Men must fetoli kissea, tlio' to boys tliey come ? 

Haris. would you fancy nie a boy ! 

EstJier. I do ; 
Not only fancy tliee, but know thee one ! 

Hans. Ttien treat me as a boy. 

Esther. How ? 

Hans. Ab you said 
Just now that boya wcre treated, 

Esther. As I live, 
He'd have it come from me ! Wiiat aaid I dow ? 

Hans. You said that kisses come to boya. 

Esther. I did ; 
Aad so do railings, cuäs, and fifty things 
That are not half eo sweet. — -Did I not say 
The dance was to be practised ? Where are then 
The partners ? Where's the music ? In a minute 
The bridegroom comes, when all should be prepared. 
Is't then a time make leady ! Weil ! Don't atand 
With gaping mouth when busy hands are needed — 
Fetcli here the dancers aud the music. 
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Hans [_wühout moeinff^. Yes. 

EgtAer. Is that the way to do it ? Wül they come 
With only saying " Yes " ? Art thou a post 1 

Harn. In sooth I know not what I am ! I know 
Xm not myaelf ! I may be man or woman, 
A fish or a brüte beast, % stone, or log 
Of wood, for what I care ! I would 'twere now 
AU over with me, and the coroner 
"Were sitting on me ! It will come to tliat ! 
I'U do thy bidding — then I'll go and die — 
I will ! I'll tie me a true-lover's knot, 
Yon'U see I wiH — Good bye ! — 

Esther [jlatnpinff^. Hans ! 

Hane. WelH 

Esther. Have here 
The dancers, ere I stamp my foot agmn. 

H>ma. Ifly. IGoes out. 

Esther. Poor Hans ! The boy is decp in love ! 
How have I managed to light up this flarae V 
" Heigho-ho ! " "0 dear ! " The simpleton, I vow, 
Gtows intereating. I ahould grieve for Hans, 
"Were anght to happen to him. It is hard 
To be the bane of a poor fellow's peaee, 
Much more to be the death of bim ! Should he go 
And drown himself ! or hang himself indeed ! 
Hans ! {calling] I could never bear myself again ! 
Toseehimlaidoutinhisshroud! Hans! ^a.n.s\ \caUin<i\ 
To follow the poor fellow to his grave — 
To see him Iower'd into 't. — "Why, Hans ! [calling^ I 

The earth upon his coffin '. Hans, I say ! 
Where are you ? 

Hans ^entering with dancers\, Here! Is any thing 
the matter, 
Yon calVd me in a tone of auch distress ? 

Esther \j-ecoverinff herself\. Am I not in a hnrry, 
and you take 
An hour and more to do a minute'a work ! 
■ Hrnis. I'm aure I'm hardly gone a minnte. 

Esther. Pool! 
You cannot teil a minute from an hour ! 
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Harn. Here are tJie dancfra and the niusic, hm 
One partner is a-wanting. 
Elther. You stand up ! 
Hans. It ia a woman's wanting, 
Enher, Tis no matter, 
Take you her place. 

Hains. rU do wiiate'er you bid rne, 
But 'tis too bad tu mitke a woinan of me. 
Esther \impeUimitly1. Are you ready 1 
Hans. Yes ! I'U dance him tili I tire him. 

[ßanee. Hans exerts himself to the utraost, eonatmdly 
looMng lowards Esther, ixko gruäuaüy leearaei 
plmaed, and stifl taore and more eiijoi/s hü ^vacity. 
Bis partner givet up, and Hans dances by himself 
be/ore Esther, ttho hutnours his Steps. The otbert 
nt lenyth danvc iff. 
Hans. Danced I to please you ? 
Estim: Yes; and there — your tlianks. [Kisses kirn. 
Hans. And thero are yours for paying nie so well ! 
\_Kming offain 
Mars ! if I Jiaven't kissed her ! 
Esllter. Hans ! Why, Hans ! 

Hans. Kay, don't bc angiy ! A!l the biame was 
youTs; 
You kiss'd me first. 'Twas only kiss for kiss ! 

Esther. Here^s some one coming ! Why, you idie 
buy! 
Nothing within, without the house, to do, 
That you are Standing here ? No plate to clean ? 
No knives and forks? no furniture to polish ? 
No glassEB nor decanters to be rinaed, 
And dricd, and clear'd 1 Wlien put you last to rights 
Your pantry '. 'Twas in woiid'rous order when 
I look'd into it yesterday! Go, sir; 
A gaping mouth won't servo for busy bands ! 
To TCork, I say I Do you hear me, boy ? 

Hans. 1 do, 
Yet bardly can beheve it. 

Esther. Henoe. To work ! ^HA^s goes our. 

Mad. Ro.^. [cjitoi'«^]. To work? Why, Eether, 
"tis a boüdav ' 



db,Google 



OF MARIEN DOHFT. 23 

Knew you what you were aaying t Do you hear me ? 
Esther tura'd girl ! May I belieye my eyes — 
And they ha\e neverfail'd me yet — I saw thee 
Kiss the lad Hans just now ? 

Esther. 'Tw38 he kisa'd me. 

Mad. Ros. You firat kiäs'd him. 

Est/,er. Well, if I did, I did. 
Hg danoed juat now, and pleased me 'twas so well — 
And so I kiss'd him, as a woman may 
A boy ! 

Mad. Rog. Youareright; youmighthaTesaidachild; 
Hans is no more. 

Esther. Hans no more than a cltild? 
He's twenty-five— he says so — next birth-day. 
A pretty child indeed ! If he's a child, 
Children are marriageahle ! Such a child 
My mother's hnahand was, when birth of me 
Made bim a father. 

Mad. Ros. Be not angry, Estber; 
I did not say of Hans he was too young 
To be a husband — if you fancy him. 

Esther. I fancy Hana? I fancy living man, 
And Hans especially ! I, that am gall 
At very thonght a man shonld he my master ! 
I, to whom never ventured man to say 
Soft thiug a second time — and those bave tried 
Who have back'd furious seaB, and shown a front 
Tu bayonet points and loaded cannon mouths — 
And I to fancy Hans ! I tbank you, ma'am. 
Dress up a girl in hoy'a clothes for nie, do, 
And send her me for husband ! Hans indeed 
To call me wife ! I to call Hans my husband ! 
How I should like to hear myself ! I'll marry 
When it raina hushands ; bnt it shan't be Hans ! 

Mad. Ros. Well, Esther, do not fret. 

Esther. I fret ! I think 
I See myself ! Fret ahout Hans ! I know 
You did bnt jest. It was a rare conceit 
To say I'd marry Hans [lauffks]. I'll kill myself 
With laughing at the thought, Esther to marry — 
And Hans, of all mankind ! 
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Mad. Ro». Tou are riglit- 'Twaa jeat ! 
I have alwaya set you down for an old maid, 
Go aee if Meeta 's ready, 

Esther [asidej. An. old maid ! 
Thank heaven I'm only five-and-tliirty yet. 
Old miud indeed, and only tliirty-five ! 
I yet may live to be a grandniotlier ! [ Goes out. 

Mad. Ros. No sign of Rupert yet, and noon is past. 
He will not come. These niiptials will be stopp'd. 
Her fatlier's summons boded, na I tlionglit, 
No good. There is in tiie affairs of life, 
As in the atmosphere, a season, wlierc 
Tu shining day siicceedetli shining day; 
But once the weatber breaks, 'tis cloud aijd cloiid. 
And long-deferr'd and slow tlie Clearing up. 

Enter Measenger inith h'lterx, ntid retires. 
From Rupert ! I was riglit — iie will not come : 
The field is ta'en a month before tlie time. 
His leave has been recall'd. Poor Meeta ! Go 
Undreas thee, girl ! Thy gear of every day 
Belongs to this on which tliou thought'st to wear 
The brightest suit that Tirginhood puts on ! 
This 18 to Meeta — from lier father ? No — 
The hand is stränge ! Why, wlio shouSd write to her 
Except her father? About wliom but him 
Or Rupert should ahe hear, and Jie liaa told 
His errand in my letter ! If it speaks 
About her father, härm has fall'n upon him ! 
And what will Meeta do ? A solid miud — 
But has to leavn to bear a father's ills ! 
What can have chanced ? Pcrhaps imprisonment ! 
Not death ? C) no ! not death ! It cannot be ! 
Heaven, for his child's sake, for his own, will spare him. 
[ Goes out. 

SCENE II.— Meeta's Dr<:ssi,ig-roam. 

Meeta and Esther enter— the former alislraeted, the latter 

making a hridai knot. 

Etther. Nu favour for your breast ! A bride, and go 

To church without a favour ! Well ! to think 
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Of all tbings tkai sliould be forgot ! Almost 
As well forget your wedding-day itsclf ! 
Almost as well ao wedding aa no favour ! 
Know'st thou not so ? [ Touehiny her. 

Meeta. Wliat said you to nie, Esther ? 
Esther. There ! I protest, as weil it were the wall 
I spoke to as to you ! aa much 'twould liear rne. 
What said you to me Esther ? Esther aaid— ■ 
It was your wedding-day — that you forgot 
A favour for your breast — that sbe would make one — 
And here 'tia ready ! Let me pin it on. 
Meeta. No Word yet from my father ! 
Esther. From your father ! 
Yonr lover, don't yo« mean ? 
Meeta. I mean my father. 

Esther. Humph I Give me anythiüg but want of 
nature ! 
I do not like you, Meeta ! Flesb and blood 
Are fleah and blood ! Were it my wedding-day, 
Almost the very hour, and every miaute 
The bridegroom look'd for, would I, think you, Meeta, 
Be running on my father ? I'll be honest ; 
I'd think of something dearer — that I would. 
And be a good chüd atill ! 

Meeta. You lost your father 
When you were but an Infant. You don't know 
What 'tis to love a father. 

Esther. Do I not ? 
Yes ; but I do ! It is to honour him, 
80 we are bidden — that is, to obey him — 
Eespectfully eotreat him ! 
Meeta. Nothing more ? 
Esther. What more ? 

Meeta. 0, much ! — 0, very much ! — Such tliings 
"Wo do to peraons are indifferent to ua, 
Or to their stations ! There is something more — 
Better — less earthly — more o' th' grain of Heaven — 
A love that's indefinable ! — that holda 
Ourselves aa nothing in respoct of cherishing ! 
That stil! is kneeling tho' no limb be beut. 
And looking up with ever-gushing will, 
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Aiiticipating wialies! — It is worship — 

Altlio' no lip be moved, no eye be strain'd, 

Nu hands be clasp'd — like that whicli liath aoceptam 

Abovi; — O' tbe soiil ! O, Iiuw I love my fathei' ! 

To say "before my life" is to say notliiiig — 

That'fi bis, and 'tis a gasp and over ! biit 

To slave, beg, atarve for hini — forego possesaion 

Of mine own dearest eartbly wisbes— bavings — 

rd do it, Estlier, in a. moment ! — Yes ! 

Not gire H a second tbougbt ! ßemember'st thou 

I onci; waa froward with thee ? I was then 

A girl not teil years old — dost not remember ? 

I bad found a liair of bis—a long wbitc bair. 

And I bad coil'd it up Co keep for treaanre ; 

But tbou didst flout me fort and take't away, 

Aiid cast into tlie fire — wbence all yoiir niigiit 

It took to hold me. Yos, T would liav,- tbrust 

My band into tlie fire tu savc tbat haic 1 

That ia to lo'j'u a father 1 

Eat/ier. If it is, 
Then knuw T not wbat is tbe love of one, 

Meeta. Yim never knew one, said I not before ? 
But mine was twice a parent — that is, Estlier, 
He was my fatbor and my motlior too. 
I never know my mother, but I am sute 
I sbould bave loved her — dearly loved her, Esther ; 
But my father — nurse was be to me, instmctor, 
Playmate, companion, father altogether ! 
Thiok of that, Esther. Playmate ! Such a mau 
To dwindle into a cbild for my sake ! There 
I half believc I find tbe root of love 
Whicli has Struck deepcst.' — -He to play tbe cbild 
Witb liia white baita \ — Tbere is not one of them 
But has a beaH and soul in't — to me, Esther !-— 
Don't senile— You know you own you cannot teil 
Wbat 'tia to love a father. 

Eiäer Madamk Rosblheim. 
Mad. Ros. Meeta 1 
Meeta. Well, 
Bear Madame Roselbeira ? 
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Mad. Roa. The post is in. 

Meeta. And Rupert docs n't tome ? — I thought 
'twould be so ! 
I was prepared for it ! I wiah'd it — tho' 
My father will'd our nuptials should go on. 
'Tis well ! O, if tliere be ono hour, which more 
Than any other cravea a paient''s ptesence, 
'Tia that which gives bis child away from him ! 
She should go with his blessing warm «pon her, breathed 
"With an attesting kiss ; then may she go 
With perfect hope, and cbeerly take with her 
The benisons of all kind wishers eise ! — 
You know I love your son ? 

Mad. Ros. [Weeps.2 I know it well, 
My Meeta. 

Meeta. Madame ! — MotJier I I'm the bride — 
You must not weep tili I do ! — 'Tis not fair, 
I'll not be beat in disappointment, I 
TLat have chief cause to feel it ! Is he ill ? 

Mad. Ros. ]Sfo!— No! 

Meeta. Thank Heaven ! and yet some other cause 
As grave aa that of iiealth perliaps prevents him J 

Mad. Ros. No ; the campaign has open'd — nothing 

Meeta. Enongh ! — Long marchea — nightly gunrds — 
chill slceping 
In the open fields — foragings — reconnoiteringa — 
Skirmishinga — atomiings and pitch'd battlea ! Rupert, 
Poor Rupert — ^weep]— Mother, I am quits with you, 
Tliere are my tcars 'gainst youra ! 

Mad. Ro». I wasn't weeping 
For Rupert, Meeta, 

Meeta. For whom, then ? — My father ? 

Mad. Rot. For no one — that is, there's no cause I 
know of 
Why I should weep. 

Meeta. Why weep, then ? 

Mad. Rog. 'Twas a fear 
I had 

Meeta. About my father? — Is that letter 
For me ? — that, that'a unopen'd ? — Give it me ; don't 
fear. c 2 



sledbyGoOgle 



28 THE MAID 

Tlio^ I'in a giri, I have a resoliilioii. [_Iiixids Ulkr.'] 
Read it ! \_Handirnj ii tu Madame RosELHEur.^ 

Mad. Ros. Atrested ! and o. prisoner 
In Prague ! — His fete uncertain — but liia life 
Inperil, Meeta ! \_T<itteriHg Oi on ike point of fainting.'\ 
Meeta. \_Tri/mg lo recover her .1 Mother! — Madame! 
— Madame! — 
Mother ! — Madame Roselheiiii, dan't givt; w,iv ! — tlicsi' 

thing» 
Are catohing, and I want to be niyself ! 
I must be myself — I will be myself '. l'll not waver, 
Fiincli, druop, tlie matter of a moment — Madame! 
I have need of all tlie nerve 1 have — and help tue ! 
Don't take it froni me ! — My fatlier wants it all, 
And he must have it, and shall ! — Well, weD ! gtve way ! 
The niore you are water, the more will I be rock ! 

I am so!— Let mc see 

Mad. Ros. My tbild !— my Meeta ! 
Thüii show'st it not ; but, if I fecl the ahiick, 
What nmst it prove to thet ! 

Meeta. Nothing, madame ! — notliing ! 

Lefs see How many miles ia Prague from this f 

I recollect— that s rigbt!- — tliat's right ! — I have 
Sly senses all about me — I tliank Heaven !— 
The paper that he gave me ? — It is hei-e— 
In my bosom ! — I remember everytbing ! — 
I am quite myself ! 

Mad. Ros. Meeta ! tbis eaimness frights me ! 
Meeta. Don't mind it!~ All is well !^I recollect, 
To Üie very letter, all my father told me ; 
And 1 will do his bidding,— A fine tinie 
'Twonid be für me to swtran '■ \lauffhs\-~i\, proper time ! 

\lavgh«\ 
I must not laugb ; for if I do, l'm lost ! 
Heaven give me firmness ! — Of myself, I'm nothing '■ 
There ! — 'tis gone off. l'll but provide myself, 
And away I [going toicards her ekainher^, 
Mad. Ros. Where go you, Meeta ? 
Mß^a. Nowberu-— nowhere, 
Wliere any heed, 

Mail. Kos. What gü you, then, to do ; 
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Meeta. Nothing tliat matters aught — but cliaoge mj- 

Mad. Rot. But, Meeta ! — 

Meeta. Mother, let mehave my way! — 
Don't hinder me, and do not follow me ! 
Else that may come you would not wiah to come ! 
Command me, after, all my life, ao now 
You auffer me be mistreas of myself ! [Goes ow(.] 

Mad. Ros. Slie makes me tremble — sbe's so little 
moved ! 
Why, Esther ! aie you too about to swoon ? 

Esther. ÄhnostI am ! — Myheart tum'd sick just now; 
But it grows better. 

Mad. Roa. What do you think of Meeta ? 

Esther. I wonder at her — but slie's all a wonder ! 
Had you but heard l:er talk, ere you came in, 
About her father ! — 

Mad. Ro». I'ra afraid of her. 
She is too calm — it is unnatural ! — 
Shc cannot be lieraelf, thus to sustain 
What tixes you and me too much, to whom 
It Cornea not half so home ! — Sbe has not shed 
A tear ! — -No sound of suffering — a moan, 
A sigh — abreath, you could mistako for one — 
Has 'scap'd her! Slie forbade me folluw her; 
But am I rigbt to heed her? Reason is gone 
Ere you suapect that it has givon way. 
So tliis collectedness may be but crust, 
Not auhstance ; wiiich, whilo you believo it is, 
It crumbles ioto dust '. We should not leave her 

Esther. 1 heed lier not ! — Hl follow her! [Goijiy.] 

Meeta. ^Eaterinff.^ Where are you going, Esther ? 

Esther. Into yonr cjiamber, 
To look for you. 

Meeta, Well ! — here 1 am ! — Wliat want you ? 

Esther. Why, you are dress'd as 'twere to go a 
joumey ! 

Meeta. I am. 

Mad. Ros. And whither go you, Meeta ? 

Meeta. To 
My father ! 
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Mad. Ros. Are you mad i 

yiceta. I could be mad ! 
Bat I must keep my reaaon^and I will ! 

M<id Ros. Reflect you m tiio distancü ? 

Meeta. 'Tis a Btride ! 

Mad. Ros. A stride ! And do you calcalate 
The danger ? 

Meeta. Thei'e 'a tio (langer — none but tliat 
In wliich he lies ! 

Mad, Ros. You may be Stopp'd by robber^ \ 

Meeta. There are no robbers. 

Mad. Rns. EecoUect the war ! 

Meeta. There is no war. 

Mad. Ros. Know'st thou what thou art saying ' 

Meeta. I do, — beiieTo it. 'Tis the shortest way. 
Thou'lt have to take "t at last ! 

Esther. iShe shall not stir. 

Meeta. Nay, but I will ! — and go ! 

Mad. Ros. Dou't tet her, Esther ; 
Lay hold upon her. 

Esther. "Will I not ! 

Meeta. You will nut !— 
You must not ! — you dar« not ! If you do, liis blou 

Mad. Ros. Ahm', what power havf von 
To help lüm, child ? 

Meeta. My will !— Where tliere's tlie wili. 
You cannot teil but there may be the power ! 
Strong will can make a little power go tar— 
At least, can I not beg bis enemies 
To spare bis lift: ? 

Mad. Ros. You '11 find their hearts are stune. 

Meeta. I'erhapa ; but I will try if tliey are fleah. 

Miid. Ros. And if it prove they are not ? 

Meeta. Then, 1 11 deal 
With bis prison bolts and bars. Mother, "tis vain ', 
Prevcnt nie now, and I will 'scape again ; 
If not toniay, to-niorrow. If not tliua, 
The next day — or the following. So time 
Tliat 's preeious— every tliing — is lost, and then 
Tlie inisehiüf ilone. and no good cume of it 
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That might have corae, were it done promptly, madam! 
Motlier, 'tiB reason, piain to apeculation, 
As the hand I lift before you now to Heaven 
To regiater my vow, that no regajd 
Of difBcutty, or unlikelihood, 
Or danger, or persuasion, or enforcement, 
Shall hold me back one moment from tlie attenipt 
To save my father'a life. Heaven bless yon, madam ! 
Esther, good-bye ! Tliat 's right — iio weeping — nothing 
But a kiss, and pari! — Good-bye! — Güod-bye!— 
Good-bye ! 



SCENE I,^ — A lloom in Joseph's House at Prof/iie. 
Enter Joseph and Abab. 

Akah. More gold ! 

Jos. Yes, Ähab, more ! The dross is mlnc, 
Thou only hast the custody, and yet 
Thou yield'st it me as it were dropa of blood 
Froni thine own heart ! I say, I want more gold, 
And more to foUow yet, if that suffiee not ; 
And, failing gold, I'Il coin my parchmenta, plate, 
Jewela, and furniture — my very rouf — 
But I ahall find aiipplies ! 

Ahah. And für a Christian ? 

Jos. Thon art my brother — Jew. What conld'st 

Than risk thy life for inine 'i 

Akah. I do not know 
What greater venture man can riak fov man 
Than bis own life. 

Jo». Would'st tliow riak thine for me 'i 
Thou art honest, Ahab, thongli thon Wat thyseif 
Better than any U\ing thine beside. 
Thou pausest to consider 1 Do not pause, 
"Tis waate of time wbieh I will save thee. Ahah, 
Thou would'st not risk tliy lifc fol me. Now mark, — 
When I did suffer pcraei iilmn. 



•dby Google 



3Ü TUE MAID 

Ten ytiar.* t^o, in Spain, — wtien Christian nien, 

tu tlieir Mastet's name, did that whicii never yet 

Tlieir Master'a precepts warranted — I say it, 

For it is written, Aliab, writtyn, piain 

Tliat lifc> who runs may read — -when Cliristian men 

Gave liuman, living flesli to roast, because 

AVü lield the old faith and eachew'd the new,^ 

Tiie Cliriatian fatlier of this Cliristian child 

Did aave my ]ife at peril of liis own ! 

Gut the Hold, Ahab ! He did that for me, 

Thal was not of his creed, thou would'st not do, 

Who art of iniue ! Ahab, I feit it then, 

Tlie Master taught theni right ! Ile is my neighbour 

That does a neighbour's office tn me ! 

Tlie gold, and plenty oo't — a huodred ducats ! 

Ahab. A liundred ducats '. 

Jon 'Tis the twentieth part 
Of wliat remains ! A portion of his iife 
He did not risk, but all. Kusolve at once 
To do my bidding, elso my mind may change, 
And I may bid thee fetch Ihe whole, — the whole 1 
A prompt compliance in a atrait is best. 
IVhere others have the powef to make conditions, 
Resistance tirea forbearance. Fetch the gold, 
Fnr the sake of him who saved the handa that made it 
X'i'ou! the firu. — Lookhere! they are not cinderg, Ahab, 
Kiit flrali : and thank a Christian. Fetch the gold ! 

[|Ahab (/oe» out. 
l'ii'ir {,'irl 1 how ajie has wasted since she first 
Canie here : yet how lier spirit Lists beyond 
Her body : there she anffers no impairment. 
My Rachel bad been like her liad she Hved, — 
The t'acf reminds me of lier as it sliines 
Froni the tbick bower of her raven hair. 
Whtii now and then by chance I aee it down '. 

Enter Meeta. 
WJiat newa, my girl ? 

Meeta. None !— i HaTe sped to-day 
As yesterday ! The names of "■ fatlier," — " child," 
■Seeni here to carry to incii'!^ hearts no import 
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Fast that of lightest words. They hardly win 

An audience for me. When they do, tlie eye 

Of the liatener, eyery other moment caught 

By passing trivial'st thiiiga, admonishea 

My tongue it only wastos an eameat suit 

lipon a heedlesa ear. Once, as I thought, 

An anditor waa moved, — aimost he seem'd 

To give me hope,— I feit as if about 

Tu croaa the threshold of the prison, ard 

Blessinga and thanka rose in my throat so thick, 

That utterance did auffocate, and, but 

For teara tliat sudden came to my relief, 

I had fallen at hia feet, — yet at that very moment 

Sonie antic feat I aaw not, but a wretch 

Did practiae within view, convulsed bim ati-aight 

With laughter, 'mid the peals of whicb !ie ieft nie, 

As I bad ne'er been standing there ! A clap 

Of thunder bad not stunn'd nie half ao mucb. 

Jos. Waa he a aentinel ? 

Me«ta. He was. 

Jo». I wonder 
What sentinet did keep liis heart, to let 
Incontinent and ribald folly in. 
And pity standing weeping at the door ! 

Mma. They are all alike ! See. 

[ßhowing an emfty purs 

Jos. Thon hast emptied it? 
Well, I can fiU it again ! 

Mmta. All gone, and naught 
To show for it ; a heart-full, too, of prayers ! 

Jos. I fear there ia no hope ! 

Meeta. Don't say it ! Thougb 
For so far we have found men'a hearts but stones, 
Still will we turn tliem «p. It cannot be 
Bnt we shall light on one that's fleab and hlood. 
I won't believe it ! Yea, though from my hand 
Tbe hundred tbousandth one dropp'd dead as flint, 
I'd go to the nest aa though tho human touch 
Might meet me there! No! while my father lives, 
ril never give up hope tu save his tife .' 

Jos. A girl — and proof against deapondence thus ,' 
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Meeta. I often fear you deeni nie liard of l]«art. 
Perhapa you think I do not weep enougli ? 
It is not that I could not weep — it is 
That I won't weep — that I won't give way— that I'U 

My apirit iip — my tlioughta about iül — wasti: 

Nauglit tliat my father wants. I can't afford 

To be a cliild, and melt. No ! I muat hc 

A deliverer, and proof to di^solvement 

Äs a rock ! I liave not slied a siogle tcar 

But as a prayer — (sxcept to-day, wIilui 1 gasp'd, 

And must have wept or dropp'd, and l'M'u theo 

It came of itself ! Tliou satd'st just now tliou fear'd'st 

There was iio hope? bnt there is! I cami; resolved 

To keep it frora tliee, promise liad ^o uft 

Enticed belief to balk it. l havo a chaoct 

To See tbc daugliter of tbe Governor. 

Jo». How caiiie this blessed cliance ' 

Meeta. Ha ! bleased, sayst thon ? — 
Periiapa 'twill prove so !— -Tbe poor human lieart, 
How it doth build, and build on sligiitest groiinds ! 
Words droppM by cliance to pass for propliL'cies ! 
We'U pray it niay lie b[ess''d — me tlien mav hiipe it '. 
Well, I wUl toll you. 

Joi. Hope begins to dawn ! 

Meeta. Didn't I aay there was no fear of hop^ ''. 
I went, as every day T yet liave donc, 
To the Governof's. The man that oped tlie gi.te 
WaK a new warder. \ new face, new hope ! 
I told my tale, aiid wlien 'twas done im]ilored him 
Preftir my poor petition to his lady, 
Tu graut me briefest audieuce. 

Jos. To tbe daughtet 
Of the Governor? 

Meeta. To her. 

.Jos. I see : go on I 

Meeta. Liko all the rcst, he show'd — not plainly tho', 
But by a, hiut — that chaiitiea were things 
Of co=t, and must be bought with more tlian thanks. 
My purae was offiueless, my lait balkM s«it 
Had ut' its trust absolvcd it qnite — a writch 
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Who bragg'd, to win my bribe, a power he liad not, 

And added savage mockery to the wrong ! 

I pleaded deatitution. " What," he cried, 

" No toy, no trinket, you conld turn to coin I " 

And rudely snatcliing from its place my hood, 

W]iich I had just unloosed, for want uf air— 

" Ha ! " he esclaim'd, " what costly treastire's this ! " 

Aa, by the action from its band released, 

My hair feil all around me ! 

Jos. Thereof make they 
High traffic. I have knowa a head of hair, 
Of ordinary goodlinesa, to bring 
A common pcasaot maid a little dower ! 
There scarce wero price a woman might not set 
On one bo rieh as thine. 

Meeia. Indeed ! I wouJd 
I then had known its value— I had niade 
A aurer bargain, 

Jos. Durst he ask it of thee ? 
Wretch ! He shali never have it ! Thoii shalt take 
A purse of ducata to him. 

Meela. It ia his 
Abeady. I did let him sever it, 
As only 'twere the string that lield it up, 
And gave it to him. 

Jos. Was not I at hand 
To fiU thy purse ? A quarter of an hour 
Had ta'en thee here and back. 

Meeta. And in that tirae 
His mind had changed, or he had been removed. 
And in his place another put, and all 
Had been to do agsün, and that, peihaps 
With lessen'd chance, — Had he ask'd me for a limb 
He had had it— had it ! — not one precious moment 
Had I staid haggling with him. It had gone 
As the hair of my head — aye — as a single hair. 
^Tis time I go — 

Enter Ab ab. 

Äkal. Dispatclies havo arriv'd. 

Meeta. They bring the order for my father's death. 
I see it ! Say it. You oannot teil me worse 
Than I know. 
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Ahah. Tlic news is bad. 

Meeta. l'll not givo up 
While there is cliancc tlie aubstance of a thread— 
A film. Altliü' a thousand emperors 
Had sworn against tlie life of bis grey hairs, 
Wliili; it ia in theni, I will try and save tliem ! 

Jos. Thoulüokest faint! Some wine will Iiearten tliee. 

Meela. l'll have no wine but siicb as I draw benc«, 
From my heart ! There's not sucli wine in al! t!iy liouse 
To sttengtlien nie ! There's plenty and to spare 1 
Wbat time is lie to die ? 

Jos. Teil ber. No use 
Witbbold it froin lier. Her spirit ia tbe arci< 
Wbicb gainetb atrengtli by tbat whicb bnrdena it. 

Ahoi'. He is to die within tliree days, altbo' 
Tbe Governor did so report hia caae 
As migbt bave gain'd für him a milder doom. 

Meeta. Did be ? Did tbe Governor ? l>id von say 
The Governor bis case reportedkindly? 
The Öovemov ? lie ?— he that'a here ? — bere noiv 
In Prague ! — tbe very Governor of Prague '. 

AImJi. Tlie same ; but some severe revei'se, tbey say. 
Our arms have met witli, so have overcast 
Tbc imperial mind, tbat clemency is quencb'd 
And tbns tby fiitber's deatb, alaa, decreed ! 

Meeta. I would be bcrc and twenty leaguea from this. 

Jos. "Wby twenty leagues from tbis ? 

Meeta. Tbat distance livea 
Ä friend migbt give me helj). 

Jos. Tben suffer me 
To be tby sccond seif, and see tbat friend. 

Meeta. He is an enemy to Prague. 

Jos. And Prague 
An enemy to tbee — and I 'm tliy friend ! 
Trust nie, my cbild. 

Meeta. Jly fatlier told me tliis, 
tiiüu good man — thou Cbriatian !— Pardon nif. 

Jos. Pardon tbei', child ? I tbank and honour tbei' : 
Thou canst not praise me more tban call me tbat 
Tby conscienee tbinketb best. 

J/frf«. Tlion couie witli mv. 
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And I '11 instruct tlice oti the way. 'Tis time 

I SB« the servant of the Governor. 

Three days we have from this — that's three whole 

days — 
He dies on Saturday — ^Ruminatingy—^n cannot die ; 
\_They g<> out. 



SCENE 11.—^« Apartment in the GovernobV 

Enter Baron Idenstein and Adolpha. 

Iden. Indeed, indeed, it waa not wisely done ? 
Tis wrong that pity should be sufferer 
By hersweet nature, asshe is, enduring 
Her gentle throes in Tain — -which are relieved 
When of avail to those for whom tliey 're borüe, 
Else, pain incontinently ! Twas not right 
To proniiae audience to her, her affliction 
Paat help. What canst thou give her hut thy tears. 
And wbat are thcy ? They cannot ope for her 
Her father'a prison door, nor wash away 
The writing of the Warrant which deurees 
Hi3 term of life. Tliou should'st have aent her word 
'" It could not be." " It was of no avail." 
"Twaa rending thy own heart, without repair 
Of hets. 'Twas idle waate of agony. 
'Twas feeding hopc thou knew'st waa Sure ti) die ! 

Adol. Is there no hope ? 

Iden. There ! were it fate heraelf 
Said " No," thy sanguine nature would not rest, 
But ask again with thought ahe 'd change her mind. 
His fate is fisM — within three daya he dies. 

Adol. On Saturday ? 

Iden. Yea ; Saturday 's the day. 

Adol. Take me from Prague ! I would not be in 
Prague 
That day ! I see the reverend old man 
Dragging along tho street, aa on the day 
1 saw him firat — ^hy accident approaching 
The casument as he paas'd ! — his silver'd head 
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üncover'd, an nnseemlj sight ! besei, 

As 'twas, by fierce array uf tlireatening aviiis. 

In liands wiierein tlie pith iif lifo wa- fresli, 

Wliicli better far it had becouif to give 

Prutectioa to liim than üppuse ofti^nci?, 

'Twaa only for a moment, but the furm 

l.lf tlie old man lias never left me sinci.'. 

I will not be in Prague tlie day Lt dies 

I wisli 1 could furget wl lh that dav co ea - — 

Wliat day is tliis ?— .Wbcii will be Satiirdn ^ 

to liave tiine, 'twixt tt la m 1 atter tliec 
A blank, tliat I might pis-- tliit (iiiel di\ 
Nor know OD't tili 'twas ^ iil. ' 

Idmi. My aweet Adolpba, 
A atrange and wond'rous ouinpuund is ti^y l«art, 
Frame of all moods, from grabest to most ligiit, 
And all in like extreme ! Tliy mirth düiii- 
All other wing ! tliy sadness dives a depth 
Where nime can follow tbee ! No eye sueli stoR's 
Of tears, no cheek such troasury of smiles ■ 
Most iiatnres liave their blas, tliine butb iniii.i, 
Save goudness nbich directs and poiscs all ! 
Jly luve ! tUüU shalt not be in Prai^iie. that day. 

Afhl. But niust it coine ? 

Iden. See tliere agaiii ! Thy bcari, 
Will take no anaiver, save wbat pjea^es it. 
And yct it kno\¥s as well aa I An know 
It canaot itave. 

Jdol. My fatliet's Governor I 

Idmt. The Emperor is bis maatei-. 

Adol. Let liim be ! 
Wer« I my father, in a case like tliis, 

1 wonld gainaay tbe Emperor — rcfiia;' 
To do hia bidding, or evade obedii-nce — 
Dil anytliing but take tbe old man'a life '. 
'Tis miirder, Idenstein ! He was iin spy ! 
Canif.' on no hoatile missioii ! notliing did 
Could tlireaten daniage to tha EmperorN cause — 
Only fulfill'd an act of private duty, 

To her ■whom once lie served ! Wliy sliouid \iv dii 
For tbat? What reaaon tljut a giiiöt liaiiil 
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Be laid on iiim to cruah him to the grave ! 
A breach of duty were true duty here 
"WLere duty, done, is breach of everything. 
For all thou say'st, I tan't believe he'll die, 
Knowing, as I know, he has no right to die ! 
ril See my fatlier. 

Iden. To caunsel treaaon to him ? 

Adol. That ia not treason which is not unright ? 

{_Goes out. 

Iden. Her virtiions will, wili never own a let ; 
What ahe desires, she ever doth infer 
The power to de. (Listens.) Ha ! — Now she pleads 

to hin). 
That were well urged, if earnestly were well ! — 
I do not hear his answer, but by the tone 
'Tis " No !" She comes to tho attack ngain ! 
A friend in need, Adolpha, with a cliance 
In tliy favouv — thou hast nooe ! — Again, I gueas 
His answer by the tone ! — He will not yield — 
Nor still will she givo np — no advocate 
Like one that pleads with heart ! — "What ! Tears ? — 

She weeps ! — This rain, Adolpha, won't avail ! 
Diity's a stem defendant ; thou niuat lose 
Thy auit ; — here comes the goyernor I — Kind heart ! 
What sun is there !— No cloud can keep it out ; 
But lower it ne'er so thick, some heam breaks thro'. 

Enter Genebal Kleiner. 
Gen. KU. Ican'tendiireit! — won't — Givemeasiege, 
With a starved garrison and gaping breach 1 
Foundations honeycomb'd with mines ! — the foe 
A Imndred men to one ! — Or give me a battle 
With bayonets cross'd, and cannou mouth to mouth, 
And I 'm myself ! I know my duty, and 
Can act the man ! — but aave ine from the eyes 
Of a woman, when she weeps, and I the cause, 
And cannot stop her tears ! — 'Sdeath I would they 

diown, 
I 'd thank them '. In the name of patience, why 
Cannot one make a woman list to reaaon ? 
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Why does iliat drive Iier mad whicli keeps us ^aDi? ; 
Talk reason to her, and lier wits are gone ! 
'Sdeatli ! I can govera Prione ; but rot a wi.mati ' 

Iden. Why, what haa happon'd. General ' 

ümi. KU. Don't call 
M(! (Jeneral !— call yonr wife General !— she kiiow-^ 
My duty better than I know it niyself ! 
Teil her of customa, order, penalties,— - 
Viiu talk of things that ahe can treat as tlie tlirt'ad 
Slie cuts witU her hus'ife scissors ! I have served 
Fht fifty years — fomiore tlian half that time 
Have nianaged men by units, tena, and hunJred^, 
And tena of hnndreds ! — 1 can't rule a wninaii '. 
Eulo her? — tliat'snot tlio question ! — «niild it wti 
Shfi must rule me ! 

/(fett. But wliat's the matter? 

(im. Kk. Matter? 
That wife of yours— that giil — that waxfn doli— 
Adolpha ! Is slie not your wife ; and don t 
Yuu know it ? Did you evcr aay her " nay.'' 
An& prosper ?— ever know her ti> give up 
The point lier heart was fis'd on ? She 'd make hay 
In December ! Mara — a profitable wife ! 
She 'd have the Helder thaw with a mirth wind 
In January, when the fi'ust dittli bitti 
With all its teeth ! She 'd st(.|> the tide half ir). 
When it runs strongest. She would stop tlic ^mi. 
The uioun, and all the stars ! 

Itkn. What has she done, sir '. 

Gm. KU. Desired me ope the ptison-door iliat > -I 
By the Emperor's order — let ita tenant out — 
Laugh at the Warrant for his death, that 's scal d 
By the Emperor's liand ! When I refuse her that — 
Wiiich, did I grant her, I siiimld lose niy head. 
And that were falling aomewhat grievously 
Short of iny due proportiona — she inaists 
Upon a respite, while ahe goes herseif 
To plead his cause before tlie Emperor '. 
Sh« "d do it 1 And when I refuse her that, 
She jirays me set my wits to work, and paas 
A fietion off for fact-not killiiia him. 
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Altho' he aeem to die ! She 'd make me out 

A necromancer 1 When slie's balk'd ofthat — 

Wliich on as valid reason I refuse, 

As one to weave with gyves upon hi f liands 

She opens on me volleys of loud sobs, 

With showers of tears, that try my mettle more 

Than hail of lead I I wish you 'd nile your wifu — 

Cut her right short, when she '3 «nreasonable — 

Say " No " to her, and nothing eise for a yeat ! 

You spoil her, Idenstein !— A woman never 

Should have her own way ! 

Iden. Sir, yoii gavo it her 
Before J did. 

Gen. Kle. A fool, air, haa a iiae I 
He is a beaoon to a man that 's wise 
Enough to pro&t by him. 

Iden. All her fault 
Is hut excess of too aweet nature, sir, 
Wliich ever makes another'a griefs her own. 

Gm. Kle. And mine, too ! Punishment is done away 
In Prague ! Offendors 'scape, or I must smart 
For their penalties ! Nor ends it there. No ache, 
For ten milea round, but I mnst share a twinge, 
Chance it to coine unto her knowledge '. — I 
Expire with woes of orphans, widows, miüds 
Forsaken, wives in chüdbirth — all degrees 
Of human, female sufferinga— I am in. 
Articvio mortis, every day of my life, 
And not a pang my own ! 

Iden. And then you die, sir, 
A good man'9 deatli with benisons all round you. 

Gen. Kle. I'd waive tlie benisons to ^scape the death ! 

Jden. Indeed — I know you better, air! — you would 
not. 

Gen. Kle. I would ! — But who comes here ? 

Iden. As I believe, 
Tiie daughter of the prisoner, Sir. Adolpha 
Has promiaed her an andience. 

Gen. Kle. We are attack'd 
In flank and rear— Teil her it won't avail ! 
Persuade her to retreat ! Say we have taken 
Our groiind and we will keep it, stand or fall ! 
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iden. Had mit vou better 'lii it, sir : 
Gen. KU. Not I ! 
I'itL a rccruit against their muile of fighting. 

\_Retires hmtily^ and iUs doiett near •< üibt- 

Enter Mbeta and ii S(.'r%'ai[t. 

Üere. [_SpetädnyhwtoUv.v.T\:\ I'll tdi her you ait 
hero. C*"'"«* "'« 

Idm. You wish to see 
The daughter of the Govertiur ? 

Meeta. I come 
To see her. 1 am promised I ahould sw h«i'. 
Slie Said it, as I am informed,— indeed 
As I am sure she did. She is a lady : 
She caunot break her word, A noble lady, 
She wouJd not break her word. A lady, swett 
And pitifal — she will not break hiT ivord 1 

Iden. She will not ; but I pray yo«, for her sake, 
Absolve her from it and foregu your suit, 
Whicli will avail you nought. It will not lead 
To what you want ; wliat is the worth on't thcn ''. 
And whereforc ahould'at thou urge it ? 

Meeta. 1 am come 
To see the «.laughter of the Governot ; 
Come on her prouiiae, as I have beeu tnld, 
And thou just now hast granted. Tf sho «ilU 
To break her word, then as 1 eame I go ! 
iJut if sbe waits Cor me to give it back, 
She'll wait tili I am dead — and then slie's IViri-. 
As death solves all acconnts. 

Iden. Wh)' j^ve iier jiain ; 
And bootlessly ? 

Meeta. My father is in prison. 
And ho is doom'd to die witliin tlirec days. 
And I bis child, with tho facuHy of spcech, 
Cannot acquitted stand to hold niy tongne, 
But, could I find for it no audienco eise, 
Must inakc it ring to stones for mercy in him 
While yet ho breathes ! how tiien should T bi! dumli 
To liuman hearts, that are not bard as stmics — 
At käst should not bc so. 
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Idm. Leave me to plead 
Thy cause to her, Instruct me what thou'dst have, 
rii urge it to her, and with reasons back 
Which thoU would'at never dream of, — be there hut 
A glimpse of hope, I'll see it and point out. 
And inakc it clear to her, and if her heart 
Misgivea her I'll eocourage her. I'm her friend— 
Her husband. 

Meeta. You are not my father's child ! 
You would give up, wliere I would still go on ; 
That which would make me plead the heartier, 
Would silence you. 0, sir, in auch a ease, 
Would you Petition for your father's life 
At second-hand f But help me ! O do that ! 
And I will pay you with a life of thanks ! 
And pardon me that I reject your counsel, — 
I cannot take it, sir ! — Indeed I cannot ! 
My heart, and mind, and aense, are capable 
Of nothing but one thing — to try all means, 
However light or weighty, feaalble 
Or uufeaaible, rational, or wild, or mad, 
AllowM or disallow'd — short of a stain 
Would spot my souI — to save my father's life. 

Gm. Kle. 'Sdeath, am I chain'd hero, that I would 
be hence, 
Yet lack the power to go ! 

Idm. The lady comes. 
So — speak to her, since you will have it so. 

Enler Adolph.i and Servant, leho goes out. 
This is the daughter of the prisonpr. 

Meeta. [running up to Adolpha, and Icneelino.'] 

Blesa thee ! 
Ad«l. Poor girl !— No ! not thy kuees ! — thy arms '. 

Meeta. O no 1 my knee \ my knee !^0r would you 
lift 
My body up, lift first my heart, that's low 
As misery can lay it ! I have a fatlier. 
And he's in prison, and I must not aee him. 
I am his only child, and I have travell'd 
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Hundreds of milcs, and wlien I reach tlie gate, 

Tis s!mt Oll me, iind humaa beings ieep it! 

He dii!s on Saturday, aod tliey can teil me 

I shall not see liis living face agatD, 

And notliing has he doue wtiy they ahould kill hiiii ! 

Nothing ! nn more than you liave .' An iild man 

Witli a pale brow, sweet face, and silver hair, 

That would nut hurt a fly '. — and he niust perish, 

And no one ti> üonsule him, and hia daughter 

Withir the wall's breadtli of him ; — She inust not touch 

See liim, ur speak to liim ! — You are a child ! 

You have a fatlier ! think of me and mine ! 

Speak for me! Will you? Pray the Governor 

To bid him let rau in and See him ! Won't you 't 

Are you going? Will you speak for mc ? Will you 

get tliem 
To iet me see niy father ! Do — or here 
ni \if at your feet for ever ! — \^Falls prostrah-. 

Gen. Klf'. Idenstein, 
Can't you stop erring ? 

I'hfK Sir, can you ? 

Adol. [ Going to General Kleikek.] My fnther ! 

Gen. Kh. J'il not be ahaken. 

[Crossing Im- — she holds him im t.hc othvr ,-i.A:, 
knedittg to him."^ 

Mt^eta. [Partli/nfising h&rsel/and missing .\DiiLeHA..'] 
Ha^ she gone to do it, 
Or lueans she to escape me ? — Ha ! ahe's tlii;ri> 
Kneeling to aooie one !— 'Tis the Governor ! 
Mercy — O — -meroy ! 

Gen. KU. They are taking me 
By atorm. The citadel is tlieirs. I see 
'Ad use in holding out ! — Eh ! Idenstein ? 
Must I surrender ? She shall see her father ! 

QMeeta falls swooning eä, his feet — PicfurcSeetu: 
'Irops. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE l.~~The OwisHrt* ö/'Genekal Tobstekson's 

Enler RoDOLPH, Gerold, Lodowick, and others. — Soldters 
dragging in Joseph. 

Ger. He is a spy ! 

Lod. Drag liim along to tlie guard. 
Let him be tried at once and executed. 

Ger. Nay kill him without trial. He 's a Jew 
Blasphcmer, reprobate, extortioner ! 

Jos. Nay, Sirs; but Iiear me ! 

Rod. Hear him. — Let him speak. 
Give him fair play. 

Ger. Fair play, and to a Jew \ 

Jos. You give a thief fair play — a murderer — 
And why not me, who neither kill nor steal? 

Ger. Not ateal ! 

Rod. Have patience ! 

Jos. Have I atolen from you ? 
What have you lost to lay to my account ? 
Is it your charity — I have it not ; 
But I will spare you sorae of mine ! Perhaps 
The stock to serve a Christian may be small, 
Yet such as 'tis, it would not let me use 
A Christian, tho' a thief or murderer, 
As you use me ! 

Ger. You hear him ! Leave him, Sirs, 
To me. I'll do hia business ! 

Jos. A brave man ! 

Gef. Leave him to me, Sirs ; I account a Jew 
Bnt as I would a rat ! 

Jos. Obey him, Sirs. 
Let go your hold of me, and loose the rat, 
Before that dog ! 1 have seen a cur to turn 
Before as small a thing ! I mean it, Sirs. 
But as you leave a rat to use liis teeth, 
Nor arm the dog you set upon a rat, 
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So tbat, whate'er the odds. 'tis bite 'gainst bitc. — 

Give me equality of weapons toi), 

Hand against hand, at large, and arm'd nr not. 

And See, if, be the Jew indeed a rat, 

Tlie Christian nearer doth approach tlie man ! 

Rod. The Jew has fairiy said. 

Jos. Will fairiy do, 
Give liim fair play ! Sirs, you are (Jltriatian nion ,' 
A Christian father lies in jeopardy 
In Prague — a reverend teaclier nf your faith. 
Man hath summ'd up his days - the number's out 
On Saturday, unless HeaTen sends Jiim aid ; 
He has an only daughter, who easays 
To sucBour bim, and spies salvation here, 
But cannot come tu bring 't — a Christian too — 
So aho must send for 't ; and thertto employs 
A friend, whoso coiinsel, coffers, roof, liands, blood, 
S!ie has, and welcome too, at her lonimand. 
And Christian men — You, Sirs I — won't sufFer bim 
To do her will, because he is a Jew ' 

Ger. We knew not this ! 

■f'is. You would not know it, Sirs 1 
Yüu would not hear me ! would not let nie sjieak ! 
Laid you not bands upon nie ono and all ? 
Vied you not in rcviling ine '. witb death 
l>id you not threaten nie, nor tili now give time, 
To put a Word of deprccation in, 
Because I am a Jew ! 

Lud. We bave wrong'd the Jow. 

Ger. I fear we have. 

Rod. Nay, Sirs, I know we Iiavc. 
So Ict's ask jiardon of the honest man. 

/"«. Ask me no pardon—it is given ere ask'd, 
A venial fault 's atoned for, when 'tis own'd. 
And piay you, Sirs, if you have friends yourselves — 
As fiiends, however fenced in tliia world, lie 
Within the leap of danger — bring me straight, 
To one call'd RoaeUieim, wbo beareth rank 
Aniong your forees. 

It"d. Herc the very man 
Cninef. as he knew your nued. You '11 not complain 
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Jos. I never break my word, altho' a Jew. 

£RoDOLPH and the resl gn out. 

Enter Rupert, Madame Roselhbim, and Esther. 
Do I not speak to Major Eoselhcim ? 

Rup. You have named me, friend ! 

Jos. Thanks, Sir, to call me so ! 

Rup. You have an errand for me— have yon not ? 

Jos. Yea ; but a meesenger more welcome far 
Than I, this Ictter, Sir, will teil it yo« — 
I say more welcome — though it brings bad news. 

Mad- Ros. From Meeta, is it not ? 

Rup. Yea, mother. 

Mad. Ros. Wbat 
Says Meeta ? 

Rup. Presently ! — I'U teil you all 
Anon! 

Mad. Ros. I read the letter in your face ; 
The old man'a doom is seal'd, — not qnite, but yet 
Almoet aa sure 1 

Hup. You have guess'd it, mother. 

Mad. Ros. Rupert, 
Is there no chance for him ? 

Knp. There ia a chance. 

Mad. Ros. What is't, my son ? 

Rup. I may not teil you, madam. 

Mad. Ros. Were it a breach of confidence ? 

Rup. No, mother, — 
Of duty only. Movcmenta, which are language 
To a soldier, give me hopea, and these I am free 
To share with you, and do ao — not their cause. 

Mad. Ros. Teil me bis plight in every circumstancc. 

Rup. Learn it in one, he dies within two days, 
TJnlesa — 

Mad. Ros. What, Rupert ? 

Rup. Learn the rest from hope ! 
Mother, yo« said the Governor of Prague 
Was schoolfellow and choice comrade of my father, 
From boyhood even to majority, — 
That golden age of life, when hearts that join 
Are riveted by metal weatherproof, 
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Tliat shines and keeps, while tlioae it holds deeay ■ 
You woiild have sent to him ; nay, gone youratlf ; 
But, save in extreme need, I would not liavc it. 
Send DOW — indite a lettev — atate yoiir claim, 
And orave delay to the last fvaction 
Of time tliat duty will allow — and let 
'luv Esther be the bearer, uiider guidance 
Of this good man. Come there no otlier profit 
'Twill place her nearer Meeta — should slie need her. 
She ne'er divinea my cart Jiad conn'd this news f^Aside. 
Before this herald brought it, 
Mad. Eos. Esther ! 
Egt/im: Madam ? 

Mad. Ros. Fear you to gu to Prague • 
Esther. To no place, madam, 
For you. 

Mad. Bos. 'Tis with a letter to the Goveroor, 
Esther. I'U take it, madam : l'II de any tliing 
To leave the camp, 

Mad. Ros. "Why, what '3 the matter, Esther ? 
Esther. That boy— that Haus, is going fast to ruin, 
Before they stop, they 'U make a soldier of him. 
Already haa he got their swagger, madam ; 
Drinks, swears, — yes, madani, on my life lie does ! 
I 'II never take the poor lad honie agaiii 
The simple thing he was. 

Mad. Bos. Then, Esther, take 
The boy along with you. 

Estlier. I thank you, madam : 
Not that I care for Hans ; but iniiiicence 
la a rare thing, and should not be eomipted, 
While tliose who know its value can prevent it. 
So as you tliink it right that the poor lad 
Be placed in aafety while it can avail him. 
I '!! take him witli me, madam. 

Mad. Ros. Do so, Esther; 
Go, find him straight, tlien come ai once to mo. 

Ruj). I have a chargo for thee, conceming Meeta ; 
But this at once — .should any onu you lovo 
Bemain in Prague on Friday night, take care 
They keep the housc. Yoii nnderstand me^ Eather ? 
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Esther. Humpli l Yes, I tliink I do ! But wliere i: 
Hans? 
Upon my life, I quite forget rayseif 
With care for liim. It fits not he and 1 
Should go together, and be nothing more 
Tlian Hans and Estlier ! I have quite forgot 
Appearances. And what will people say ? 
Here 's a dilemma ! If I leaye the lad 
Behind me, he is ruin'd. They '11 be putting, 
'Mongst other things, sweethearts into his head. 
And I am ruin'd if I take him with me, 
And he no right to me, nor I to him ! 
I could not pasa him for my brother — none 
Would credit that the selfaame mother bore ua ! 
'Tia out of nature he could be my son. 
What ahall I do for sake of the poor lad ? 
TLere's no contrivance I ean hit apon, 
Bnt to make Hans my husband, Well-a-day ! 
To think that ever it should come to this ; 
But, if it can't be help'd, as well be done 
To-day as this day year. 'Tis very piain 
I must be sacrificed, or Hans be lost, — 
And that were cruelty — that muat not be ! 
So, I Ve made up my mind ! I 'U marry him ! 



SCENE II. — Anotker part ofthe Camp. 
Enter Hans and Rodolph. 

Hans. And you have been in battle ? 

Bod. Yes. 

Hans- How often ? 

Sod. A dozen times. 

Hant. And never got a wound ? 

JRod. Only a Scratch. 

Hans. I would not mind a Scratch, — 
I -would not mind a dozen Scratches ) If 
It went no further, bayoneta and swords 
To me were things I'd take no more account of 
Than pins and needles. But wliere was the Scratch ? 

Rod. In the left aide — ^a bayonet grazed me there. 
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Hans. Odds, that was near ! wasn't it '. very lu 
I ahould not luind one in tli« foot ur leg. 
The band or arm — biit wlien you comc to tliat, 
Fighting ig very dangerous ! I don't think 
Tbat I shonid like to he a soldier. 

Rod. Yet 
Yon are tlie very cut of one. 

Hans. The cut ? 
Am I tho' ? 

Rod. One could aee it witli lialf an eye. 

Hans. It muat be very piain. 

RoJ. Yon were intended 
By nature for a soldier. 

Hans. Isn't it stränge 
That nature Dover told me ao '. 

Rod. She left you 
To find it out youraelf. It ia so piain. 

Hans. And I to live to five-and-twenty years 
Änd not to see it — No ! — nor any one 
To teil me on't tili you did ! 

Rod. Friends are few, 
One may go far ere find one. 

Hans. TeU me what 
You mean by the cut of a soldier, tliat hercafter 
I know my^elf. 

Rod. A sharp eye — a smart nose. 

Hans. Have I such eye and nose? 

Rod. You liave. 

Hans. Indeed? 
I never dreamt on't ! I have a smart nose 
And a eharp eye ? Novv would I give a crown 
That this were told to Esther ! So ! Go on. 

Rod. You have a pair of Shoulders. 

Hims. La ! you jest ! 
Speak you tlie truth now ? mean you what you sa 
Have I indeed a pair of shonlders ? 

Ro<l. Yes. 

Hans. 'Tis piain I never knew myaelf before ! 
A aharp eye, a smart nose, and pair of Shoulders '. 
I wonder what would Esther aay to this ! 
Anything morc ? 
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Rod. Ay many '. many a thing. 
Ä ehest that's high and füll — a front-rank ehest. 

Hans. Never mind that — I like the rear-ranlt better 
Were I a aoldier I would alwaya fight 
In the rear-rank — I coüld do wonders there — ■ 
Incredible and never-heard-of things ! — 
What call you thoae who fight upon their knees 
And stoniachs, or ensconce themselves behind 
Hedges and trees, and when the enemy 
Advances, make a run of it, and leave 
The rest to fight the battle owt ? 

Rod. We eall them 
Sharp-shootera. 

Hans. That'a the very name ! I'U be 
A aharp-shooter. A eharpshooter had need 
Have a sharp eye, and I have one, yon know : 
Hayen't I ? I'm contented with a cheat 
That's high and füll, bnt not a front-rank one ; 
And ao a sharp-shooter if anything ! 
"We've aettied that^Go on — Were Esther here ! 
8he little dreams that I am such a man ! 

Rod. Your limbs are sei right under you. 

Hans. They are ? You do not say ao ? 
And have I got straight legs with all the rest? 
Odds what a man I am ! I think I'll be 
A soldier. 

Rod. You'd be aure of it, but once 
Yon saw youraelf dress'd in your iiniform. 

Hans. 'Twould make a little change. 

Rod. A little, say yon ! 
Twould make a hero of you. 

Hans. I should like 
To aee myself ahero! What waa that? {_A shotwkhout. 

Rod. Only a ahot. 

Hans. O, was it notbing more ? 
A shot ! I tbought 'twas something eise ! who minds 
A shot? 

Rod. 'Tis clear you do not. 

Hans. No — not 1 ! 
I fired a shot once when I waa a boy. 
And kiird a spairow— as I live I did ! 
d2 
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I to be atartled by a shot I ^shot agairQ Odds life 1 
That's shameful wastc of powdcr, and in time 
Of war too. 

Rod. Here t put on thia cap of iiiiae, 
And ahow me how you look in lt. 

Ham. I please you ? 

jRod. Gods, Sir, you make aaliowmore warlikefar 
Than would a whole platoon witli shoulder'd arms 
And hayoncts fix'd. 

Harn. What were it did you add. 
My body to my head ! 

Rod. To go by rulo 
Vou would be worth a regiment ! How fine 
l'our eye looks when it rolls ! Here, take my sword 
And flourish it. 

Hans. "What think'at me match to now? 

Rod. A whole brigade — Foot — Horse — Artillery, 
To swoep a field ! 

Han*. I'U be a soldier. 

KsTiiER—eiiiering and ande. 

Esther. Hans ! 

Rod. Then take the bounty. 

Esther. Take it if he dares! 

Hans. I never said I'd take it. 

Rod. But yoa said 
You'd be a soldier. 

Hans. Yes ; with Esther'a leave. 

Esther. ! was it so ? — What do you with that cap '< 
Take't off, or I wül put one on your head 
Will fit it better ! Flouriahing a sword ! 
Have you a mind the boy should cut himaelf, 
You man of wac? — Give back the aword and cap. 
Sir, you may seil your own limbs if you like, 
You know the worth of them ; but for the lad'a, 
Tliey're not bis own; and not for market, Sir. 

Rod. And ia the bargain off? 

Hans. And don't yoii hear 
What Eatber says ? — It were a valiant man 
Would gainsay lier ! — I would not for my head ! 

Rod. [looMuff altematdy at Estheb and HansI, 
Isec! 
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Hans, We'll talk of it anothertime 
"When she'a not by. 

Rod. [_to Esther]. Well ; I'll let off the lad 
So that I get a kisü ? 

Hans [_placi'nff ktmidf between thimj. You get not 
tliat! 
Nay, an I die for it, you get not that ! 
Nay, an you como with sworda and bayonets, 
Butlete and cannon-balls, you get not that ! 

Esther. Hans is a man ! — Take my advice, and know 
^(o Rodolph] 
A lion without proving of bis fangs. 
Touch me ! and bettcrfor you you had been 
In prison keeping than at large to-day. 
Man never kiss'd me yet, Sir — ■ 

Hms. Only Hans. 

Esther. Nor e'er ehall kisa me, Sir ! 

Hans. Save Vm the man. 

Esther. I like a amirking swaggering turkey-cook, 
That eyes a woman as he need but look 
And swallow her ! 

Rod. ril see your apark again. [^Goesout. 

Esther. See be don't prove a fire and scorch you, Sir! 
Hans, you have acted like a man to-day, 
You're a good lad ; but you were never made 
Match for a world like this, to get thro' it 
Byyourself. — A pity'tisyou have not aunt, 
Sister normother, that would look to you, 
Nor honest woman that might serve for such. 
And, maybe, love you better ! 

Hans. Esther ! — Esther ! — 

Esther. Why, bleas me, Hans ! you're alwaya aaying 
that, 
'Tis very piain there's aomething you would have, 
But what that aomething is, not quite so ciear ; 
Speak out, Hans, and take heart — I cannot read 
The stars, you know ; I'm not a conjuror, 
Or a diviner, or a doctor, who 
Finds hidden ailments out. I 'm nothing bnt 
An honest simple woman, that would do 
A kind turn für thee, knew she but the way ; 
So want'st thou anything, speak out, good Hans. 
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Hans. I want a wife. 

Esther. You do not say so ! 

Hang. Yes, 
Ido. — Now, wanted you ahusband, Esther, 
How well we sliould be match'd ! 

Esther. I waut a Imsband !— 
But you do want a wife — that makes a change ; 
And tliougb I do not want a husband, Hans, 
Yüt I might bring myself, you know, to take one, 
To save the wits or life of a poor lad 
Like you, tliat Iias no motlier, sister, aunt, 
Tu luok to Iiini ! Know you wliere bides the Chapiain 
0' thu regiment ? 

Hans. I do. 

EHher. I'Il talk withliim. 
Do you not lead tlie way ? 
What, are you not in haste to get a wife? 
I thought you were. 

Hans. 1 am ; but am so pleased, 
I know not what to do ! — to goor stay, 
To laugb or cry, to talk orhold my tongue. 

Esther. Poor, honest lad ! A pity 'twere the world 
Hhould take thee in 1 Thou ought'at to bave a wife, 
If biit to iook to thee ! 'Twould not be rigbt 
To leave thee witbout one, a day, an hour ; 
Aud such a fi'iend as I 'm to thee, at band. 
Would it, Hans? The poor lad! he 'a quite confounded ! 
How interesting doea he Iook ! — Come, Hans ! 
You know the way to the Chaplain's — I believe — 
I think — I 'm aimost Sure 1 '11 take you, Hans ! 

[^T/ici/ ffo out, Esther kaning uponh'tm. 



SCENE IW.—The Fortress of Prague—A Boom. 

Gen. Kleiner lieiihoitQ. Wait you without. 
AM. Iteithoui]. We will, Sir. 
Gm. Kle. ^leitkouQ. Idenstein, 
Keep guard upon her. 

Iden. \jmthout2' Tliere 's no need, Sir, 
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Gm. Kle. No— 
A wife most docile — let her have her way ! 

\_Enters with rteLiuuTENANT-GovEBMiB. 
Bring here the prisoner. Do not say 'tis I 
That want to see him, iior apprise him how 
I am accompanied — ^Libuten an t-Go verhob goes out. 
I had hoped this taak 

Would have been wholly spared me, — so relapse 
Of consciouaness did follow on relapse 
When nature once gave way, tili nearly half 
The interval that spareB him life was out. 
But she recovera, and at once demands 
Pulfilment of iny word. — Wliat now my course ? 
A Veteran take the field withont a plan — 
Or take the field at ail with mutiny 
In the ranks ! How come I here ? What brought me 

A regiment of foot, or horse, or what ? 
Can I believe I came of mine own will ? 
With aid of mine own limbs, when I would be 
A thousand niiles away ? I muat be mad,— - 
I, that can't bear to see a caged bird .' 
Mad for a hundred ducats ! I would give 
That sum — ay, twice as miich, to any onc 
Would bind me haud and foot and take me hence ! 

[_Ile-enter Lieutenant icitk Mdhldenau. 

JmuL The prisoner. 

Gen. KU. Leave us, good Lieutenant. [Lieutenant 
goestmf^. Sir — 

Muhl. Yourpleasure! 

Gen. Kle. Pieasure, Sir ? I have no pleasure ! 
I 'm an unhappy man, that with the power 
To do liia pleasure cannot do it, 8ir. 
I know the track I ought to take, and would, 
Yet always go the way that 's contrary, 
Sir, were a fever next door to me, and 
I knew removing furtber would prevent me 
From taking it, I would remove next door ! 
There is in some men a fatality 
That knowledge is more Iosb than profit to them, 
For what dotli seem their bane as clear as day 
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Is ever sure to be the thing tliey do, — 
Asaightof a deacendiog shell, 'tis known, 
"Will fix the man who seea it to the spot, 
Wliere he is sure to die, with limbs at large 
As his that walks or nins. 

Muhl. I know you, Sir ! 
The gracious man they took me first before, 
Who pitied nie ; witli patient audienoe heard me ; 
Enjoin'd them gently to entreat nie, and, 
Far US their duty warranted, to makc 
Thft pains of bondage iiglit. 

Gen. Kle. Have they obey'd me ? 

Muhl. They have. 

Gen. Kle. You want no comfovts they can give yo' 

Muhl. They liave done all they could to comfort n 
And Heaven has done the rcst. 1 am to die 
On Saturday — I ask'd not at what hour V 
Will 't please yo« teil me, Sir ? 

Gen. Kle. Sir ? 

Muhl. I perceive 
It gives you pain to do't. Don't heed for me — 
He feek not deatU that uses life to die I 
The hour, Sir ^ 

Gen. Kle. Niiie o'clock. 

Muld. What kind of death 
Am I to suffer ? 

Gen. Kle. Sir ? 

Muhl. I merely ask, 
Becauso there 's something in the form of death 
To poor humanity, howevet bravo 
To meet it, i would know it ere it oomes, — 
Look at it — meet it with accustom'd eye,-^ 
Not to be Startled by it at the time. 
I should be all myseif— -not that I tnist 
In my own etrength — I have a firmer stay. 
WTiat death am I to die ?— Is't by the aword ? 

Gen. Kle. It is ! 



MttM. . 



m sorry, sa, to give yo« pain. 



Geti. Kle. Sir, Icanfight! — Ilovetofight. I think 
The blast of a trumpet nnisic ! — -Beat a drum 
In üoncort with the shrill tjiroat of fife. 
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And my head dancea ! — It is mirth to me 

To hear the running roar of muaquetry 

From wing to wing, along the blazing line ! 

And when the cannon thundera clap on. clap. 

So thick there 's not a breath of pause between, 

I tower aa I myself did hurl the bolts ! 

I have Seen death on every aide of me, 

And given it not a thought ! I have ta'en wounda, 

And never feit them in the battle's heat ! 

But I can't bear to look upon a man 

Aboat to die, and in cold blood ! I own 

I am a, coward there. Forgive me, air ! 

Have you a friend, sir, whom you wiah to aee ? 

Muhl. la there ononearme? You'reamerciful 
Considerate man — you'd know when you would raiae 
A bope — you would not raise one but to kill it ! 
Sir, I had leam'd to think a boundary, 
'Twixt mo and all things living 'neath the sun. 
Was drawn, and no more to be croasM by me 
Than the dark frontier of the grave once paas'd ! 
But you have breaihed a word, and it ia gone ! 
I have a child, Sir ! — If ahe knowa my plight, 
Slie 'a here in Prague — ahe '3 at my priaon door ! 
Ia she ? — 19 it of her you speak ? — That sob— 
In the next room ! Ia it my daiighter'g heart 
That'8 bursting there? — Is it? — My Meeta ! — Come! — 
Thou know'st thy fäther ! — Fear not for bim — come ! 
He has atrength enough to bear the aight of thee ; 
But not to want Jt longer, wlien he thinka 
Thou 'rt near him ! Come to bim ! Come — come ! my 
cliild ! 

[^Mbeta enters, rushing inio hsrfaiker's arm»; 
Adolph* and lnwiSTEis follovntig. 

Meeta. You bear it, father ! — See ! — and so do I ! 
0, I was right ! — No door that man can ahnt, 
But Hcaven can open ! Day did foUow day ! 
Chance paas'd away, and chance ! Yet, apite of all, 
I look'd at bope, and would not aee it dwindled ; 
And 'tis fnlfiird! I have paaa'd your priaon door! — 
I See you ! — bear you ! — I am in your arma ! 

f^MuHLDBNAw attd Meeta Tetire. 
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Gm. Kle. Whero can Adolpha be, and Ideiistein ? 
What can tliey be about ? What du they mean 
By staying here ? "WLy don't they call me hence ? 
How cool they stand ! — bow very cool ! — while I 
Am writhing ! — Ay ! — A pair of callous bearta ! 
They would be thought to weep — and if they do, 
They like it ! Cough, and eeem to wipe your eyea ! 
Do ! Can't you go, if you can't bear it ? Don't 
Yoii know tbere is a door ? and can't you go, 
And take roe witli you ?— Idunstein ! — Adolpha '. 

Adol. SÜ-! 

Gen. Kle, Madain ! 

Iden. General ! 

Gm. Kle. Sir ! — 1 bope you 're pleaaed i 

AM. At what, dear sii ? 

Gen. Kle. To set two liuinan hearts 
Bleeding, that you stay tbere as you were wood, 
Or lead, or stone, instead of fleah and hlood ! 

Adol. We thought your duty, sir 

Gen. Kle. My duty l^Pshaw ! 
You know yoii never let me do my duty \ 

Adol. Wo will withdraw, if you will let qs, father ! 

Gen. Kle. " Let us ! " — You never do but what 
you 're let ! 

[|Gbkebaj, Kleiner, Idenstein, and Aholph*. 
move softly towards Ute ilonr. 

Muhl. Who is that 1 

Meeta. Which ? 

Muhl. 8he that 'a moving towards the doot \ 

Meeta. The lady that obtain'd admittanca for me. 

Muhl. Bid her stop ! 

Meeta. My father ? 

Muhl. Lady, stop ! Tbe face, 
Well as the form ! — I saw tliy motber's form, 
And now I see her face ! Do you not see 
Your mother '■ 

Meeia. Falber, you forget— she died 
When I was but an infont ! 

MvJil. True!— you'rc right! 
I bad foi^ot ! Then see your motber now— 
As she was at your agc, Jleeta ! — Yes !— my cliild ' 
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Meeta. Sir ! — father ! — 'tis tiie daughter of the 

Govemor ! 
Iden. Hia mind is shaken by imprisoninent ! 
Mtthl. No, Sir ! my heart is Struck ! Struck by the 

And face of one that's dead — long dead — yet Stands 
Alive again before me ! 

Meeta. Dearest father, 
It iatlie daughter ofthe Governor, 
Tlie Governor that's tbere ! 

Mukl. I beg her pardon, 
I beg her pardon, Meeta, yet I feel, 
As 1 were asking pardon of my child. 
Sir, were thoso eyea your wife's ? — Those perfect arcbes, 
As tbough art set a copy unto nature, 
To try her cunning ! and that domy forehead 
Of feeling, speaking marble ! and the rest 
0' the features, witii the form therewith consortiiig ! 
Were they your wife's ? — If so, they once belong'd 
To mine ! — I cannot look on her and tliink 
She's not my child. \_Tums up. 

Iden. "Why are you lost, Adolpha ? {_A»ide. 

Adol. I cannot help it ! I am strangely moved. ^Ande. 

Iden. At what, my love ? 

Adol. ^aloud'^. To hear a father's voice, 
Aa it did never sound to me before ! 

Muhl. What said'st thou, Meeta ? 

Meeta. 'Twas the lady spoke. 

Muhl. The voice too ! It doth talk to me of home, 
As from my hearth — my very hearth it came ! 
But she's the daughter of the Governor ! 

\_Rätires to the hack of tke »tage and ät». 

Meeta, As his heart drops the hope, mine takes it up ! 

Gen. Kle. Idenstein — 

7(fen. Sir — 

Gm. Kle. Let us go. 

Iden. Adolpha! 

Meeta. Stop! 
No I^Not a trait ! Ko more resembles him 
Than I ! — whtle aa I look at her, methinks, 
Touchea as of a face I can't recal, 
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Yet feel as once I kiiew, start up to me. 

You're troubied, Sir — nor yet are you at easc, ^W 

Idenstein] 
So many tokens call him owner, yet 
The precious thing that bears tlieni not hift own I 
Incredible ! imposMble — my heart 
Proteata against it ! — yearns for ber ! cries out 
She's bis and inine, and will not be gainsaid '. 
Are you tbe daughter of the Govemor ? 

Adol. I am— I am liis only child ! — 

Meeta. Ynii arc ! 
I kisa yoiir band and ask your pardon ! but — 
"What scar is this upon your wriat ?— No knife 
Could make this wound, and in your fatlier's house 
How camo you by it ? Was it by a knife ? 

Adol. No, by a aword. 

M&Aa. Wben? 

AM. Wben 1 was an infant ! 

Meeta. Wherc ? 

A/iol. At tlie siege of Magdeburg ! 

Me^ta. Gracious Heaven ! 
How came you tliere ? 

Adol. 1 know not. 

Meeta [to General KleinerJ. Sir, are you 
Her father ? Is lie, Sir, her fathcr ? — [to Idenstein J— 

Botb 
Do lock at one another ! Providence '. 
What can this mean ? Why are you silent, Sir? 
If abe you call your danghtcr^Look at mc ! 
Don't turn away !— If abe you call your cliild 
Was in the siege of Magdebni^, I lost 
A sister there. — Is this slie ? 0, a word 
To save a bursting beart ! Her nurse, whose band 
I held by, carried her, — a soldier seized 
The woman by tiie hair— 

Gm. KU. I smote bim down. 
And saved tbe cbild. 

Meeta. 'Tis she I She's ours I She'a found ! My 

Mukl. Meeta 
Thy sister ! What ! in one anotlier's arms ! 
Givehcr to ine! 
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Meeta, Here, take her to thy heart ! 
Into it, fatlier ! Sister ! Fatlier ! Heaven ! 

[MooLDENAU and Adolpoa embraee — Merta 
rvshes up to them, and kneelii^, elasps than 
boik.-^Acl mds.'J 



ACT V. 



SCENE I. — A Room in Jmepk's House. 

Enter Meeta and Adolpha, 

AM. What place is this, and wherefore am I here ? 

Meeta. Art thou afraid of me, my sister ? 

Adol. No. 

Meeta. Then fear not where I bring tliee, nor the 
cause. 
! my new other seif, were it a time, 
I'd giTe thee Youehera of heart-coined worda 
To prove thy safety — good of every kind- — 
Dear to me— worlds, ay, worlds beyond my own. 
Dost truat in nie ? 

Adel. I do. 

Meeta. Wilt do my bidding — 
Wilt do't to-night, however queationable, 
Inexplicable, stränge ? 

Adol. Your words are darkneas, 
Which yet I tntst myself to, with yoiir looks 
Of Truth and Love for guides. I'll do your will, 

Meeta. My sister, my dear sister, let me think, 
And lay your cheek the while a space to mine ; 
There, tliere, thou prompt'st me sweetly with the touch 
Of thy Sweet cheek. I have comfort for thee, sister — 
Our fatlier will not die. 

Adel. How know you that ? 
The Governor has heard no tidings yet — 
The distance greater, than his Courier, 
Despatcb'd on the instant, with the prayer for mercy, 
Could compass in a day ! 
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Meeta. He w!ll not die. 

Adol. My sister! 

Meeta. What? 

Adol. Your words are oracles 
I trust to, witli a thousaiid human fears 
To shako my lieart. 

Meeta. Our fathcr will not die ! 
Now listen ; there will be a atorm to-night — 
Fierce rain. witli deluge, high uprooting wind. 
Thunder and thunder-bolts. Look in mine tjyes, 
And let them serve tliee for Interpreters, 
To make ray dark words clear. 'Twill break around 
Our fatlier's priaon ; there its rage will play, 
Nor, tili it burstä an entrance open to him, 
To set him free, stop smiting ! Canst thoii read, 
■Witüout a glossary ? This liouse will be 
]}eyond its ränge ! 

Adol. My httsband, and niy father ! 
I cannot help it, he has been my father 
In all tliinga but my bloud. 

Meeta. There 's nothing wrong. 
'TU very right, I '11 call liim father too ; 
So think him, feel him too, for thy dear sake. 
And now tliy promiae, siater ! Weigh my words. 
Tby husband and tbe Govemor may fall ; 
Hete thoy are safe. — Don't interrupt me, siater, 
Time "3 brief and awift, and action must be instant, 
Ot not at all. — Tliou must indite a letter, 
Urging their prompt attendance liere — alone— 
On matter of as pressing moment as 
Q,He8tion of lifo or death. I know the thought 
Thou wouldst givo ntterance to — 'tis not an act 
Of treachery, but duty. Thou didst promise 
Obedience to me. 

Adol. Hardly dost thou taak me, 
But I '11 respect my word. 

Meeta. Theo prove it straight, 
Sit down and write tbe letter. 0, my sister, 
Confide in me ! do it witliout stint ! witli cbeer ! — 
That 's rigbt !— vou mil !— go on ! 
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AnouHA vfHtes. — Enter Joseph. 

Jos. The trusty friends 
I told you of aro come. 

Meeta. I thauk you. Armed ? 

Jos. A weapon eacli beneath his gaberdine. 

Meeta. How many are tbey ? 

Jos. Twenty. 

Meeta. That is right ; 
Their number makes resistance idle. Yet 
As couiage doea not take account of odds, 
And slightest scath to them were wound to us, 
'Twere well they aliovdd disarm yout visitors 
On the unprepared instant. Is it not stränge 
I grow more calm as the dread criais comea 
Of this monientous night ? You are aware 
Whatever befala, the motive of the act 
Holds you absolved : — besides, it is not yours, 
Bot niine ! 

Jos. I take it all on mine onn head. 

Meeta, Tliere mustn't be a light when tjiey come in, 
Lest it betray thy friends ! — 
Go send nie now 

That servaut of the Governor who came 
Along with us. Is't written, sister? 

Adol. Yes. 

Meeta. Thank you, ray sister ; now direct it. 

Enier Goyemor's Servant. 
Sir, aeek atraight the Governor, and give him this. 

[^Servant goes out. 
Now, sister, come, and be tho« streng of heart : 
I '11 give thee clearer reasona on the way. 
This night of death shall bring a day of life, 

ITh^goout. 

SCENE II. — Anotker Room in Josepb's House. 
Enter Hjns. 

Hans. I wonder wlien the honeymoon begins ! 
I 'm one day married, and no glimpse on 't yet ! 
Or shall I ever have a honeymoon, 
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Or is tliere such a tliing ? Until I see it, 

I 'II not believe it. Twenty leagues of travel 

Is not a, honeymoon ! Strange Company, 

That care no doits for me, nor I for them, 

Are not a honeymoon ! A dinncr snapp'd, 

Not eaten, can't be caU'd a honeymoon ! 

'Tis Estlier's fault ! No sooner woro we married, 

Than off she sets for Praguji — nor leavea me choice. 

Except to atay behind, or come witli her. 

Of course I do the latter, as besecms 

A mairied man. I know my duty, but 

I seo no honeymoon, or chance of it ! 

No merry-making ! — not a soul I know 

To gi^e me joy ! No presents, visitings, 

Feastings, and dancing, as I know are wont 

At other ppople'» marriages, with scores 

Of little tricks and rogneries they play. 

I have not had a laugh— and here I 'm left, 

Five hours alone ! Is tliis a lioneymoon ! 

And if it is, I would I ne'er liad heen 

A married man ! I'm fit to hang myself, 

Esther ^emferiWl- Hnsband ! 

Hans. Well, wife ? 

Estlter. You look not iiajipy ! 

Hans. No. 

Esther. And w!iy, dear chuck ''. 

Harn. Because I am not so. 

Esther. Not liappy ! 

Hans. No. 

Esther. Why, am not I thy wife V 
Treat I not theo kindly and lovingly ? 
Do I not call thee nubby, spouse, and chuck. 
And every otlier kind of tender names ? 
What want'st thou to content thee. dearest love ? 

Harn. I want a lioneymoon. 

Esther. A honeymoon ? 
Wliy this is it! 'Tis on, my honey-love. 
And almost alt to come. 

Hans. 'Tis on ? 'Tis not ! 
Be this the honeymoon, I'm sick of it ! 
I want no more of it ! Will have no morc. 
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Estf/er. cruel— -cniel Hans. 

Hang. If I had thought 
To pass such honeymoon as this, I ne'er 
Had married. 

EgtAer. Would you have me break my lieart? 

Hans. I have no comfort with thee. 

Esther. Do I live 
To hear thee say bo ! 

Hans. No deÜght in thee, 

Esther. No, Hana ? You'll make me wish that I 

Hans. I took thee for a helpmate— thou art none ! 
I scarce set eyea upon thee ! Thou art out, 
Five houra and more, and hast not told me where. 

Esther. I went on buaineas, Hans, that's not my own. 

Hans. Tliou hast no business with such husineas! Fit 
I mope at home, and liave a wife that ought 
To keep me Company ! I'm fairly tuiii'd 
From honey into gall ! What busineaa waa it, 
Took thee away? 

Esther. I may not teil. 

Hans. You must ! 

Esther. I won't ! 

Hans. l'Il ahow her, I'll be maater \ Now, 
Or never — I'm resolved ! One whisper'd me, 
As from the Chaplain's we came out—" Beware ! — 
Look to your wife, Sir !"■ — 'twas the corporal 
Tried to beguile me — " mind ! or sbe'll put on 
What is no proper part of woman'a gear !" 
So I'll begin in time ! "What bua'ness was it 
Took tbee away ? 

Esther [jmtly'2. I will not teil thee, Hans ! 

Hans [anffrili/2. You won't ? 

Esther \jnore angriliß. I won't, Hans ! — Mind 
what you're about ! 
You know me ! 

Hans tan^ly2- Yea ! — but yet you know not me ! — 
I will not have it! — won't allow it ! 

Esther. What? 

Hans. To have thee gadding in the honeymoon™ 
If honeymoon it be ! 
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Estitfr. If lioneymoim 
It be ? 

Hans. I say it is no honeymoon ! — 
Where is the wine? — wliero aro the cakes? — wbere axe. 
Tiie Sports and games?^w!iere are the frienda and 

neigliljuiirs ? 
Why are we liere, and not in Mariendorpt i 
e sboiild go thither, wlien I made 
e of thee ! 

Est/ier. You made a wife of nie 'i 
You say it, Sir 1 — 'Twaa I mado you a husband ! 

Hans. And if you did, I'il keep myself a huaband — 
I will be mastor ! 

Est/ier. Hear bim ! 

Hans. Lord ! 

KstJier. dear ! 

Hans. And Inrd of that, I'll not be left alone 
Again ! — I won't! — to fret myself from wine 
To yinegar ! 

Esther. Look, sir ! 

Hans. Look, raa'.im ! 

EstJt^: I teil you 

Hans. And I teil yoii ! 

Estfu^: l'll niake you know yoiiraelf ! 

Haiu. You will ? — I'll run away to Mariendorpt 1 

Ettker [JHffhtened.'] You won't, dear Hans ? 

Hans, I'll be divorced — I will ! 

Esther. You'll kill me, Hans ! 

Hana. I'll take anotber wife ! 

Esther [cr^ingi']- ^ dear ! dear ! 
Was it for tbis, I let you win niy beart — 
O'ercome mj hatred of your tyrant sex — ■ 
And from my State of bappy singlehood, 
Transforni me to a miserable wife ? — 
O Estber ! Esther !— woman never knows 
Wben sbc's well off, untU sbe is undone ! 

Haiu. Don't cry ! 'Twill spoil your cyes ! My wratli 
is sootlied, 
['m your own Hans again — your loving Hans ! 
l'm pacified — I'in calni'd. The storm's blowii o'er ; 
All's snioolh and still, nn ripple iiow, nnr breath. 
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EuJier. ril teil thee all, Hang. 

Hans. No, you shan't! — I say 
I will not hear a word — a ayllable, 
As Vm your husband. — Let her liave her way, 
So that slie keepg to wearing her own clothea I 

Esther. I tbaiik you, Hans. I aee you loTe me still. 

Hans, Love you ? — Adoro you ! — Idolize you ! — But 
'Twin never do to want our honeymoon ! \^Tkey retire. 

(^Etiler abruplly General Kleineb and Idenstein, 
foUowed by Jobeph.) 

Gen. Kle. What meana tbia violence ? — What men 
were tliose 
Disarm'd us in tbe hall ? The lady where, 
That Seat for us ? 

■Tos. No in ia meant you, Sir, 
But good. The nien dlaanii''d you, are your guards, 
Tmsty for you to death. The lady 'a gone. 

Gen. Kle. 'Tis all thy wife's contriving, Idenstein, 

Iden. You know tho value of a thouaand dncats ^ 

Jos. I do. 

fden. I'U give you tliem to aet ua free. 

Joe. Took I the aum, 'twould be to peril that 
Were worth it to you countleas times — your lives ! 

Iden. Our lives ! 

Jos. They are in my care. 

Gen. Kle. Look, honest friend ; 
Wilt thou consent to set us free at once, 
There's not a unit in two thousand dncats, 
But I will count thee down. 

/(few. Thou art a Jew, 
Änd wilt not list to reason ? 

Joe. Not such reason 
As that. There's not in Prague that bulky aum 
Could weigii — the matter of a line — the scale 
Wlierein my pledge to keep you here is put — 
My love — my gratitude— my principle — ■ 
Which I respect, my Lord, altho' a Jew ! 

Gm, Kle. Dost thou reflect that I'ni the Governor? 
That I can punish thee ? That I can throw thee 
Into a dungeon ? — put thee to the rack ? 
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Load tUee with chains, consigu tliee to tlie gaUeys ?- 
Haag thee, good Jew ? 

Jos. I know it very well. 
I kDow tliou hast the power, altho' thou lack'st 
The will, to execute a cniel deed ; 
Änd wUen hefits the penalty to fall, 
DoBt use the keen sword with a melting eye. 
Every one kuows the Governor of Prague. 

Gen. Kle, Every one knows him for the foo! he is 
Joi. Altho' a Jew, Sir, I do honour you, 
The hospitality I force upon you — 
Except compulsion — I have taken care 
Should stiMtd ai^quitted of all disrespcct. 
That room presenta refresUment— that beyond 
Repose. One night alono you are my guest, 
And siiall to-morrow fuily learn the cause 
Why you are here, and tlien be free to go. 
So pray you find contentmcnt, if you can, 
Where proflt cannot come of diacontent. {^Goes o 

[An EsTHKn and Hans ar« following, Iiienstein beckoi 
theforiner.) 

Iden. Hark you, fairlady, you aro heautiful. 

Esther. I know I am, 

Hans. She knows she is. 

Iden. Sheia; 
Aiid heauty arguos guudness — and if goodneaa 
Be not made up, 'mongst other precious things, 
Of generosity, 'tia negative. 
And provea of no aecount ! 

Hans. What'a negative ? 

Iden. A diamond neoklacB clasp'd around your nee 
A Bcore of ducata to such several drop. 
And each the twentieth fraction of the set, 
Would not be out of place. — Is there a window 
Whence one miglit drop iiiniself into the street ? 

Hans. No, there is not 1 You put no necklaoe, S 
About her neck ! 'Tis mine, and not her «wn ! 
Go, Esther ! 

Esther. Sir, I am not to be bribed. 

Hans. That's riglit — hotgo! f Esthf.r ^oe» w 
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I<kR. You are her liusband, friend ? 

Hans. I am. 

Idm. And well ahe chose you. 

Hans. So ahe did. 

Iden. Art thou in Service ? 

Hans. Yea. 

/dm, Wouldat thou not rather 
Be thy own maater? 

Hans. Who would not ? 

Iden, Wouldat like 
To be a hero ? 

£s(Ae»-£«;i(ÄOid]- Hans! 

Hans. Tm Coming ! — -Yea, [^(o Idenstein]. 
Kuew I a way was safe. 

/<&7i. You have a, ecruple 
To be a aoldier ? 

Hans. A smaEI scruple. 

Esther \withoiU'\. Hans! 

Hans. I'm Coming, 

Iden. Would you like to have a farm ? 
Have your own serving-men and serTing-maids ? 
Keep your own awine and kine ? Ride your oivn horse? — 
You'd look a, man on horseback ! 

Hans. So I wonld ! 

Iden. All these are thine, wilt go an errand first. 

Hans. Where ? 

Esther \ju)ithoui]. Hans ! 

Hans. I'm Coming, Esther. 

Esther. Come along! 

Ham. Where ? 

Esther [a^earin^ at the door]. Hans ! 

Hans. I'm Coming, Esther. 

Esther. Conie at once ! [_Pulls htm off. 

Iden. We are a pair of birds, Sir, in a cage. 

Gen. Kle. Birds?— We are foola! This comes of 
my good-nature ! 
It still has been my min ! I was made 
A dunce by my motlier, for my fondnesa of her! 
What was lack'd in spoiling me, aunts then made up — 
I was so docile, bidable to them ! 
My sistere brouglit me to deatruction by 
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Improving my good temper, wliicli tliey made 
Their ready scapc-goat in all kinds of scrapes ; 
And wliioh tlieir gentle ftiends in dimity 
Did use, to get mo into divers straits, 
Frora which to estricate myself were nnly 
Entanglement aiiew ! My wife did crown 
My ratn ! My sweet dispositioii iiiado lier 
So fond of me, to please her I would feign 
Sickneas, tliat slie might play my nurse. One thing 
AloDe was wanting to my quito imdoing — 
A child, and that, as natiire would not find nie, 
I must proTJde myself witii— tliy Adolplia— 
Who for her own enda keeps iis priaonera liore ! 
What'ij to be donc ? 

Iden. To bear what must be borne. 
They that command us are a host tu iak. 

Gen. Kle. Let's in, ihen, and submit. 

I'len. I follow, Sir, 

Gen. Kle. What I was ever, a good-uatured man ! 
\_They yo uxif, 

8CENE THE LAST—// Dunffi.-on. 

Mdhldenau mleep on a coiteli — JIeeta sittiny »ear, 
with Adolpha kneelinff Jy her, skep,ng mth her 
kead on Meeta's lap. 

Enlcr Lieutenant, 
Meeta. Softly !— They s!ee]i !— Your news ia bad ? 
LktU. It is. Tlie answer is arrivcd. Wilh fniit- 
leBS aearch 
They liavo aouglit the Governor : not Unding hiiik 
On me, as second in command, dcvoh-ed 
The painful taat to break tiie packet open, 
Which gives no liope of life. 
Meeta. It was expected : 
We are prepared. — So, please you softly tread, 
As you depart again. — ILieut. ffoes out.'} — He has 

awaked her ! — 
SIeep, sister, sleep ! 

Adol. £startinff}. \\'!iat timc of iiigiit is it ? 
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Meeta. It is no longer night, but morning aister. 

Adol. Morning? 

Meeta. The chimes of a new day haye strack 
Again and yet again ! 

Adol. How often, sister ? 

Meeia. Thrice. 

Adol. It is very still. 

Meeta. Too still, but we shall hear 
The sonnd of stirring shortly. 

Adol. You are aure ? 

Meeta. I am. 

Adol. You comfort me ! — you are so calm ! 

Meeta. Sister, webothhadoeedbecalm! — Lookthere! 

Adol. How sonnd ourfather slceps ! — Knowa he our 

Meeta. No ! — it might draw hia thouglits from 
hetter hopo : 
Hope that doth ever in possession end ; 
Hope tbat hath naught of earth in it, to orumble 
I ' the giasping. Siater, I know my father ! — 
On earth, he has lived in heaven ;— Don't fear for liim ! 
He is tho happy man, that is prepared 
To live or die ! 

Adol, He will not die ! 

Meeta. Speak softly ! 
He is awaked ! It can't be help'd. Dear sister, 
Let it not melt thee, should he talk of death. 
Fortears are catching things, andnatnre's nature. 
Long as it breathes. Let's countenance the calm 
Whjch his pure spirit keeps. 

Mukl. Meeta. 

Meeta. Here, father. 

Muhl. What, both mychüdrcn ! — both !— Adolpha, 
too! 
Ja not this merciful, to have yoti here ? 
That my last earthward sigh I am permitted 
To breathe npon your heads in blessing you 1 
What is the time, my Meeta ? — How far on 
Is my last day within this prison-house ? 
These walla of day, in which the spirit'a pent — 
That's going back to Hirn who lodged it bere! 
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'Tis nothing eise ! How eaay, then, to die, 
Tö him who tliinks it so ! What is the tiine i 

Meeta. Änother day is onward. 

MvÄl. To that window 
Comes tbe first beam that'a herald of the sun — 
See if there's sign of the fair racsscngtr, 
Or shali I do't, my child ? 

Meeta. No, father. 

MuU. Weih 
How is it ?-— Is thete mark oo the liorizon — 
A blending as of light with darknesSj or 
Something that's plainer ?— Teil me, child ! Mine ej 
Is fix'd on day, to which noonday is night ! 

Meeta. 'Tiseariy morning — -a dun glow — almost 
A streak. 

Muhl. Theboundary ofyesterday 
Is trossM some houra. Come hither, both of you. 
Kneel down ! The longest time that man may live 
Tlie lapse of generations of bis race, 
Tho continent entire of time itself 
Bears not proportion to etemity, 
Huge as the fraction of a grain of dew 
Comeasured with the broad unbounded ocean ! 
There is the time of man— bis proper time : 
Looking at which. this lifo is but a gust, 
A puff of breath, that's scarcely feit ero gone ! 
Then comea a catm that lasta, My yuungest one, 
Least known, but not lesa loved— My Meeta — 

Meeta. Father, 
Am not I part of both ? 

Miüd. My noble chiW ! 
My Chriatian-trained child ! I did thee wrong 
To fear exception thou mightst take at that 
Which made my children equal. My fuund one I 
My bleasings on thee fuU as upon her 
Was never from my side. Join hands n-itb her ! 
Ijove her for ever ! aa thyaelf. Two bcarfcs 
That juin in truth, do make a wall of rock 
'Gainat which the surges of the World may lash, 
But only break themselves. 

AdoL t bear a noise ! 
■ Tis 
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Meeta. Siater, peace, What lieeds a noiae ? 
Mukl. I thbk 
I lieard it too— and understand it; but 
Whate'er it is, it mattera not to me. 
I aee— tlie iight comea on. Meet», my cliild, 
Tliy father gives thee thanks for houra and houra 
Of happinesa. You have let fall her liand— 
Take it again — never let go the love 
That now doth join thy aiater's hand to thine ! 
And take tliy father's bleasing, iree and füll, 
"Which Heaven attesta tliat tliou hast merited, 
Who never wast but dutiful to me ! [_Noises nearer. 
Adol. Hear you the sounds again, and louder ? 
Meeta. Peace ! 
Dear siater, if it is to come, it will. 

\_Noises Offaitif and nearer y et. 
Muhl. What, Meeta? Tliese are not accustomed 
so und a. 
There is a shining something in thine eye, 
That looks like hope — and thine, my other child ! 
My clHldren 1 is there hope ? I'm human still ! 
I'li live for you, my children. — {_Noises again.'y— 

Tliose are shouts. 
They move not with such aounds who come to see 
The spectacle of an «ntimely death — 
For human nature, howsoever wild, 
Is human still. ^Noue fery hud^ as of a ffeneral attac/c. 
Meeta. Yes, father, tliere is hope ! 
Mnter Lieutenant. 
What come you for ? 
Lieut. The prisoner, 
Meela. For what ! 

Lieut. To place him in securer keeping. 
Meeta. Hence ! 
He'a in his children's arms — or leave him here, 
Or take us all together. 

[^Shouts, and reports of mtisquetry and cannon.'] 
Soldier enters. 
You are call'd for \_To Lieütenam. 

To lüok to our defence ! They come upon us 
A tliousand men to one — the Castle 's loat ! 
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Aikl. He's saved — 
Meeta. Not yet ! 

[jVoise OS o/someChing giving a-ay imd fiilliny. 
AM,. Hear you — They burst the gates ! 
Meeta. It may be something ehe. 
MitÄ^. All, now to die — [Noiseaso/peopteasceiidiir;i.] 
Were pMn ! 

Adol. The rusli of steps ! 

Rup. [withouQ- Burst in tlie door. 

Meeta. 'Tis Ruperts voice — My father's savud — Hu 

Hup. [burstinffinicüh others]. My Meeta! liuiiouv'il 
fatlier ! — we liave come 
With life and liberty ! 

Meeta. "We tliank you, Rupert ! 
Rupert, I knew you would not Ict him die 1 
Hciw far ia Prj^ue your own ? 

Rap. This quarter, Meeta, 
"Whioh yet commanda the reat ! This post was long 
Our Gfineral'a aira ; yet so he doubtfnl kept 
His eaglc hovering the mighty puunce 
Your atrait actelerated, none could guess, 
XIntil his fated quarry feit him down ! 

Meeta. Send truaty friends, and streng, along with nie ; 
Speak not, but let tliy answer bo the act, 

Rup. Dismiss your care ! It is not needed, Meeta. 
The faithfui Hebrew met mo in advancing, 
And took in cliarge a chosen band to watch 
Success, and bring tUy friends to thee : by tliis 
I doubt not they are here— 

F.nicr Joseph, eonducting General Kleiner iinit 

The Governor ? 

Gen, Kle. Yes, Sir, — but not your prisoners — tliat 

These htdies claim. 

Adol. Forgive us, fathcr ! 

Gen. KU. What ! 
Now thou hast found tliy father'; 

A/M. Father still ! 
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Muhl. Give me tiie Hebrew'a band — tlie Christiai 
friend^ — 
Hia eider brotlier, tlio' with difference, 

Jos. AH raen should tlius be brotbers. 

Hans. We Bball have 
Our honeymoon at last. 

Esther. Be silent, Hans. 

Meeia. Let all be aüent, sare the grateful bearts, 
That apeak in hnmble confidence %o you. 
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LOVE. 

. PLAY, IN FIVE ACTS. 
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JAMES MUSPBATT, ESQ. 
of liverpool. 

Iy dejb Frienb, 

A few honest words mny convey a great deal. This 
is jastly and joytully dedicated to you. 

With afleclion and gratitude, 

JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 



Nonember, 1839. 
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AnVERTlSfniENT 

üpoNthe pleasBJit borderaof the beauüfui Loch Ard,!ind of ibi 
^ppropriate neighbours, tlie Dhu Lochan and Loch Kolm, ttic 
greater portion of ttiie drama was composed. I( was a deliglitful 
taak ; — cheered, as it was, by tlie kind aolicitude of mj' fri^Dc!, 
Robart Dieb, E3i[., and of bis family. Neier ahall I fii^pt tlie 
time I passed under tlieir hospitable ruof — to the calra and con 
tcnt afforded mo by which I attribut« no small portioD (f tli< 
succesa — if I maj say " succeas " — that attended tu) labour' 
Never shall I forget tJie anxioue, warm hcarted hoat, who one 
ilay laughingly snatfihed my fialiing-rod from nij hau ] when I 
was going to ptay ti'uaitt; and, admoniahmg me tliat scliuol-hours 
were not over yet — for it was noon, and I had limited myself to 
tbö evening for indulgence in " tbe angle " — set me ia tay book 
and pencQ ; on which occaaion tlie fruit of my compelled industry 
was one of the best scenes in the play, 

My friend, John Förster, Eaq,, of Lincohi's-Inn Fields, omst 
accept my thanka for aervicc and kindness simikii' to wbat he ha>: 
fpeiiuently rendered me before ; and for suggesting sevei'al im- 
poftant improvetnenta üi tlie oondutt of the plot — particularlv 
with regard to the last act. 

Planche, my brother-dramatist, Ims laid me under obügations, 
which 1 haie great pteasuro in äcknouledging. Had the drauia 
been his o«n, ho conld not hase shown niore anxiely for iia 
suecess. He has rendered me esaeotial Service where I 3ioo<l 
vtry niuch in iieed of it, and I cordially thank bim. 

My friend, George Bartiey, EIsq., has added to his elaims upuii 
111}' gratitude, oii Ibe eeore of " The Hunebback " and " Thi> 
Wife." 

1 owe it to Mr. and Mrs. Mathews to ackuowledge tha<,besides 
having granted me the highest terms I ever yet received for a 
play — they have displayed tlie most unstinted liberality in 
prepai'ing my dvama for representation. 
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CHARACTERS. 



ö«*e Mr. Cooper. 

PrinceFredetick Mr. Seley 

f'Hci Mb. DIDDE.R. 

Sir Rupert Mr. J. Vining. 

!<" OHO Mr. P,ti/.«e5. 

Sir Conrad Mr. Wigin. 

^"O" Mk. Anderson. 

Nkholas Mb. Ayiiffe. 

Stepbea Mh. W. H. P.v 

Faleiner Mb. Collett. 

Heraid Mr. C. J. Smith 

CounUis MiBs E. Tbee. 

Catherine Minme Vestrii 

CAm(ina Miss Lee. 
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SCENE I. — A Boom in Catherine's Hotise. 
Enter Christina and Nicholas. 
Chris. As thou lov'et thine ease, Nicholas, restrain 
curiosity. It is a ateed that runs away with a man, 
without his kDowing it, until it haa thrown htm. The 
danger is never found out until the miat-hief is done. 
Besides, it is a woman's palfrey, whicli it befita not a 
man to ride. What signifies it to thee, who comes iato 
the iiouse, whatsoever be the hour, so it ia I that let 

Nie. DoubtlesB, Mistresa Christina ; yet a knock at 
the door, at two o'dock in the moming— and the door 
opening at that hour, to let a man into the house — and 
that man a gay yoiing apark — may make a body 
wonder, tho' he have no more than the ordinary stock 
of curiosity. 

Chris. Propriety, Nicholaa, belongs to no one hour 
out of the twenty-four, more than to any other hour, 
It was fit that the young spark should come into the 
houae, or I should not have let hiia io. And now mark 
what I say to you. Play not the house-dog any niiire. 
Do you mind ? Let not yout watehfulness interfere 
with your sleep, eise, besides your sieep, it may peril 
your bed and board ; but, if thou hearest a knock 
when thou liest on the weaty side of thee, and wakest, 
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draw tliy nightcap over thine ears, and turn oii tiie 
citlier side ; and so to sleep again — yca, tlio' it bii four 
u'clock in tho morning, good Nicliolas ! 

Nie. I shall mind. 

Chris. Do so, and thou sbalt Ije wise. Duty, that 
lieuomes a buay-body, ever turns itself at last out of 
dooM, Haet thou a good place, friend Nicholas ? 

Nie. Not a better in all Germany ! 

Chris. Tlien take my aVlvice, and keep it. 

NU. I will. 

Chris. Do ! [^Ni(!HOLÄs ^oes oiit.j My miatress 
will be discovered at last, well as alie disguisea herseif, 
and plays tlie man. I wish slie had not taken tliis 
fancy into her head ; it may bring her into trouble. 
Ha ! liere she is ; returned to ber proper seif. Who 
would believo that this was the spark I let into the 
house at two o'clock in the morning ! 

Enter Caihekin-e. 

('ath. [speakinff as she enlers^. Clivistina ! 

Chris. Madam ! 

Cath. 0, here yoii are! "Was not Nicholas witli 
you, just now ? 

Chris. Yes ; he is only this moment gone. I have 
just been giving bim a lesaon. He saw you when you 
came liome last nigbt. 

Cath. Hush ! secrets sbould be dumb to very walls ! 
A chink may change a nation's destinies, 
And where are walls without one— tliat have doors i 
Voice hatb a giant's might, not a dwarfs bulk; 
It passeth where a tiny fly inust stop; 
Conspiracy that doea not lock it out 
Fastens tlie door in vaiu. Let 's talk in whispers. 
And thcn witli moutb to ear. 'Tis stränge, Christina, 
So long 1 praetise this deceit, and still 
Pass for the thing I am not — ne'er suspected 
The thing I am — mongst those who know me best, too. 
Yet would tbat all dissemblers meant aa fair ! 
I play the cheat for very honesty, 
To find a worthy heart out and reward it. 
Far as the polcs asundcr are two tliings, 
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Self-ioterest and undeaigning lovo ; 
Yet no two thinga more like, to see them smile. 
He is a oonjuror, Christina, then, 
Can teil you whioh U which ! Shall I be won 
Because I 'in valued as a money-bag, 
For that I bring to him who wiDueth me ? 
No ! — Booner matins in a, cloiater than 
Marale like that in open churcb ! 'Tis hard 
Tn find men out ; they are auch simple things ! 
Heaveii help yo« ! they are mostly bird-catchers, 
That hold aloef uotil you 're in their neta, 
Aud theo they are down upon you and you 're caged, 
Nor more your wings your own. I have acarcely alept l 
CAm.Yourungreatriak, metliittka, fordoubtful gain. 
I wonder oft, when thus yo« play the man, 
You should escape offence ; for men there are, 
By nature bramlera, and of atalwart ümb, 
Who of their fellows take advantage when 
Of slight and stinted fiame ; and you do make 
Bat, at the best, a green and osier man ! 

Cath. And there 'a a little airy, fairy thing, 
Call'd spirit ; equalises atatures, thews, 
Ay, between dwarfe and gianta, my Christina ; 
Whereof, altho" a woman, I Lave a share 
Ekes my dimenaions out, beyond what, eise, 
Might suffer tliose o'erbear, that do o'ertower me. 
Besides, I have füll pockets ! That 's enough ! 
They call me " The young Stranger," and forbear 
AU question, sinoe admonish'd 'twaa my mood 
To See the world incognito ; which I vouch'd 
With a füll purse, that made the table ring, 
As I caat it down ; and atartied some to see, 
As Fortune's loaded hom had leap'd aniong them. 

Chris. Andthink younone did e"er suapect your sex? 

Cath, Sure on't; for onceauspected/twerefoand out. 

Chrii. How do you hlde the woman \ 

Cath. With the manl 
It was my girlhood'a atudy. Bleas thee, child, 
tiood showa do beggar bad realities 1 
When I have dress'd my hrowa, my upper lip 
And cliin en cavcdier, I take an oath. 
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S6 Lovi:, 

From aucli a time to euch, I am a man. 

And so I am ! One quarreird with me once -- 

'Twas when I first began this masquerade. 

" Look you," quoth I, " I never quarrel but 

" To figlit, nor fight except to kill ; and so 

" I mi&e my mind up, sir, to die myaelf ; 

" So spare yo«r carte and tierce. Set points to lieartB, 

" And at the sigoal, iq !" llis fire I quenehM. 

As water tunietb iron cinder-black, 

In s. white heat duck'd suddea into it ', 

Christ. But of your lovers ? 

Cai/i. Teil me wlio tliey are f 
Alas, to liave a rival in one'a gowii ! 
For'tis tho aame thing — 'tis your propertv. 
Tlie fabric of tbe sempstress to outdo 
Heaveo's iashioning — your body and yoiir face : 
A piece of web, a needle and a threa<i, 
Oive value to thera tliat themselvea have not i 
Yet soit is with dames of noble birtli, 
And liow much more, then, with a wretciied serf ! 
-For, tho' ten timea enfranohiaed, such I am. 
But what niy betters stoop to, day by day 
I spum, Ciiristina, spurn ! nor deign to wed, 
Except amanthat loves me for myseif ! 

Chris. And such a man, methinks, Sir JEupert ston». 

C/itk. Ah ! he is poor I 

Chris. And what of that ? He is proud. 
And seema as jealoua of bis poverty 
Almost as you are. 

Cath. Yea ! He niakos no suit. 
He ever foUowa me, yet Stands aloof, 
While others lay dose siege. 

Chris. And of his rivals. 
Prefer you any ''. 

Catfi. No. Have I not said, 
Wben tax d with paying court to mc, tbe rest— 
Yea one and all — instead of boasting nie, 
My person, or my mind, for their excusc. 
Set forth my wealth ; and ask if there 's a man, 
Who would notwed a aerf, with such a mine ? 

Chris, Sir Rupert sins not thuB. 
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Cath. Sir Rupert? No ! 
I bear bim hard when I enact the man, 
"Whieh yet lie auffera for the sake of Catherine, 
My mad-cap couain, as I call myaelf. 
He 18 jealona of me ; eyes me thua, as he'd 
A Spaniel that may bite as aoon as fawo. 
He nevor apeaks of me — I mean myself — 
Unteas enforced, and then, to end the thetne. 
" Sir Rupert," said I to hiin once, with more 
Than wont civility — O, could you see 
What a fire-imp I am when I'm a man — 
" Sir Rupert," said I to him once, " metbinka 
" Your frienda are BOrry judgesof good fruit; 
" And for an apple like to get a crab. 
" Deal frankly with me, kin you know are kin 
" AH the World oyer ; now a hug and kias, 
" And boxing (aces next ! It foHows not, 
" You know, aince I am coz to Catherine, 
" Becauae slie bas the tooth-ache, I have one ? 
" So, teil me, fair Sir Rupert,— for, indeed, 
" Altho' a apoilM boy, aa 'tis lawful for 
" A mother^s pet to be, I wish you well, — 
" What think you of my couain Catherine ?" 
And what was hia reply ? Beginning, middle, 
And end, as much as this,— " She is a woman." 
But, faith, the answet came in such a tone, 
EachaiDgte word might paas fora whole book. 

Chris. I am sure Sir Rupert loves you : he has all 
The Signa of a lover. 

Cath. What are they ? 

Chris, He aiglia. 

Cath. Sighs ! Listen to me ! [_drait)i7iff a deep *t^Ä.^ 
There, girl ! what think you now 
Of that, for a aigh ! and say you I'm in lovo ? 
I will coin sighs for you, fast as the mint 
Coina dncats. Shows are all uncertain things, 
TJnless the check indeed growa lank and pale — 
Yet that may be with frequent lack of dinner. 
So, 'tis betwixt the heart and appetite ! 
O for a sign would be infallible. 
And him to show it, I woold see it on ! 
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CAHs. Sir Rupert i 

Cath. What is tUat to you ^ Dear girl, 
WUoe'er it be, I pray that I may love liim ! 
Tlie countess flies lier iiawk to-day. I 'II make 
Essay of minc. 

Chris, A most stränge lady, she ! 
A form of flesli, and lieaxt of ice. 

Cat/i. Not so. 
A heart, Christina, all posaess'd of prido — 
That liath no place for any pasüion eise. 
Siiitors puraue her, still she yields to none, 
But, hard requital ! pays their love with scorn ; 
Tiiat, out of troops, rem^ns at last biit one, 
The Frince of Milan. 

C&riis. Will slie ever love '< 
Her Ueart is acarce the soil to root lovu'a fiower ! 

Cath. No telling how love thrjves ! to vfhatit coines! 
Wlieuce growa ! 'Tis e'en of aa mysterious root, 
As the pine that makes its lodging of the rock ; 
Yet tliere it Uvea, a huge ttee, flouriahing, 
Wiiere you would thiak a blade of grass would dit ! 
What ia lovc's poison, if it be nut hate ? 
Yet in that poison, oft is found love's food. 
Frowna that are clouda to us, are sun to hitn ! 
Ue finds a inusic in a scornful tongue, 
Tliat meltä liim njore ihan aoftest melody — 
Passion pervertiag all things to its moud, 
And, apite of nature, matching opposites '. 
But, come, we must attire us for the field. 
The field — the field — Christina, were 't to take 
The field iu love ! — a fair and lionest figkt '. 
I wonder, be there one true man on the earth? 
But if there be, I one true woinan know 
To match hiin — were he true as native gold. 

Chris. I think Sir Rupert une. 

(^aik. Sir Rupert ! — Umph ! 
If he were rieh, and I aa poor as be, 
I 'd teil you " yes," or " oo," within the week. 
Heaven keep me from the proof !— I should notlike 
To find Sir Rupert out. Come. Let me wed 
The man that loves ine, or eise die a maid ! 
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SCENE II. — An Apartment in the Duke's Castle. 
The CoTTNTESS — Hü OK reading to her. 

Countess. Give o'er ! I hate tlie poet'a argument ! 
'Tis falaehood— 'tis ofFence. A noble maid 
Stoop to a peasant ! — Ancestry, sire, dam, 
Kindred aad all of perfect blood, despised 
JFor love ! 

Huon. The peasant, though of humble stock, 
High nature did ennoble — 

Counteas. What was that ! 
Mean yon to justify it ? But, go on. 

Huon. Not to offend. 

Counteas. Offend ! No fear of that, 
I hope, 'twixt thee and me ! I pray you, sir, 
To recollect youraelf, and be at ease, 
And as I bid you, do. Go on. 

Huon. Descent, 
You '11 grant, ia not alone nobility, 
Will you not? Never yet was line so long, 
But it beginuing had : and tliat was found 
In rarity of nature, giying one 
Advantage over many ; aptitude 
For arms, for counsel, so Superlative 
As baffled all cotnpetitore, and made 
The many glad to follow him aa guide 
Or safeguard ; and with title to endow him, 
For bis high honour or to gain some end 
Supposed propitious to the general weal, 
On tliose who ahould deseend from him entail'd. 
Not in descent alone, tlien, lies degree, 
Which from deseent to nature may be traced, 
Its proper fount ! And that, which nature did, 
You'll grant she may be like to do again ; 
And in a very peasant, yea, a slave, 
Enlodge the worth that roota the noble tree. 
I trust I seem not bold, to argue so. 

Countess. Sir, when to me it matters what you seem, 
Make questlon on't. If you have more to say, 
Proceed— -yet mark you bow tbe poet moeks 
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90 LUVE. 

Ilimself your advocacy ; in the s^equel 
Hia hero is a hiad in masqucrade ! 
He proveB to be a lord, 

Hum. The poet wnn'J 
Against Ilimself, in that ! Hc sbould haye known 
A bettec trick, wlio had at liaad his own 
Excelling natnru to admonisli him, 
Than the low cunntng of tlie common craft. 
A bind, liis hero, won the lady's love ; 
He liad wortb enough for tbat ! Her beart was his. 
"Wedloek ji»ins nothing, if it joins iiot hearta. 
Marriage was ncver meant for coata of arms. 
Heraldry fluurishes oii metal, silk, 
Ot wood. Exainine as yow will tlie blood, 
No painting ou't ia tbere ! — as red, aa warm, 
The peasant's aä the neble'A ! 

Counteiii: Dost thou know 
Thou speak'at to met 

HiiOH. "i'is therefore so I speak. 

Couiiteis. And know'st thy duty to tne ? 

Huo/i. Yes. 

Couutess. And see'st 
My Station, and tlune own i 

Huon. I See jny own. 

Countess. Not mine ? 

Huon. I caunot, for the fair 
O'ertopping height before. 

Cowitesg, What height ? 

Htion. Thyself! 
That towerest 'bove thy Station ! — Pardon me ! 
O, wouldst thou set thy rank before thyself ? 
Wouldst thou be honour'd for thyaelf, or that ? 
Kauk that excels its wearer, doth degrade. 
Riches impoTerisb, that divido respect. 
O, to be eherisli'd for oneaelf alone '. 
To owe the love that cleaves to »s to nought 
Whiob fortune'a summer — winter— gives ortakes ! 
To know that, wbile we wear tbe heart and niind, 
Feature and form. Jiigh Heaven endow'd us with. 
Let the st<irni pelt na. or fair weather warm, 
WeahaLl bf^loved! Kings, froni theirthroncs taitdcnvu. 
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Have bless'd their fate that they were valued for 
Themaelves and not their Btationa, when aome knee, 
That hardly bow'd to them in plenitude, 
Has kiss'd t!ie dust before them, strippM of all. 

Countess [con/iwiü/.] I nothing See that 's relative in 

That beara upon the argument. 

Hmn. O, much, 
Durst but my heart explain. 

Countess. Ha^t thou a heart l 
I thought thou waat a serf ; and, as a serf, 
Hadst thonght and will none other than thy lord'a ; 
And 30 no heart — tliat is, no heart of thine own. 
But since tliou aay'at thou hast a heart, 'tis well 
Keep it a secrot ; — let me not suapect 
What, were it o'en suspicion, were thy deatli. 
Sir, did I name a banquet to thee now, 
Thou lookedst so ? 

Hmn. To die, for thee, were auch. 

Countess. Sir ? 

Huon. For hia maater oft a serf has died, 
And thought it sweet, — and may not, then, a aerf 
9ay for his mistresa, 'twere a feaat to die ? 

Countess. Tlioü art presumptuous — very — ao no 
wonder 
If I misunderstood thee. Thou'dat do well 
To be thyaelf, and nothing moro. 

Huon. Myself — 

Countoss. Why, art thou not a serf ! Wliat riglit 
hast thou 
To set thy peraon off with such a bearing ? 
And move with auch a gait ? — ^to give thy brow 
The set of noble's, and thy tongue his phraae ? 
Thy betters" clothea ait fairer upon tliee 
Than on themselves, and they were made for them. 
I have no patience with thee — can't abide thee ! 
Tliere are no bonnda to thy ambition, none ! 
How durst thou e'er adyenture to bestride 
The war-horae — sitting him, that people say 
Thon, not the knight, appear'at liia proper load ? 
How durat thou touoh tlie lance, the battle-axe, 
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And wlieel the flaming falchion round thy head, 

Äs thou wouldst blaze t!ie s\ia ot ciiivalry ? 

I know — my father found tliy aptitiido, 

And bumourM it, to boast thee off? Ue may chance 

Ti> rue it ; and no wonder if he abouid ; 

If others" eyes see that they should not ace 

Sliown to them by bis own. 

Hm». 0, lady — 

Countess. What? 

Hudii, Heord I arigbt ? 

Countess. Ariglit — what heard'st tlmu, then ''. 
I would not tbink thee so presumptuous 
As througb thy pride to misinterprct nie. 
It wero not for thy bealtb, — yea, for thy life ! 
Beware sir. It would set my quiet blood, 
On haste for miachief to thee, rushing thro' 
My veina, did I bolieve — ! Thou art not niad ; 
Knowing thy vanity, I aggravate it. 
Thou know' st 'twere shame, the lowest froe-woman 
Tbat followa in my train should tbink of thee ? 

Huon. I know it, lady. 

Couutess. That I meant to say, 
No niore. Don't read such booka to me again. 
I would you bad not learn'd to read so weil, 
I bad been spared your annotations. 
For the future, no reply, when I remark, 
Hear, but don't speak — unless you're told — and then 
No niore thanyouVe told; — what makes the answer up, 
Xo syliable beyond. 

Euter Falco.ner müh Haiek. 
My falconer ! So. 
An hour I'll fly my bawk. 

Fal. A noble bird, 
My lady, knowa bis bells, ia jiroud of tbem. 

Counless. They are no portion of bis escellence ; 
It ia his own ! 'Tis not by thera he makca 
His ainple wheel ; mounts up, and up, and up 
In spiry rings, piercing the firmament, 
Till he o'ertops his prey; tlien gives his stoop 
Moru tlect and sure than ever arrow spcd ! 
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How nature fashioiiM liim for bis bold trade ! 

Gave him his stara of eyes to ränge abroad, 

His wings of glorious spread to mow tbe air, 

And breast of might to use them ! I delight 

To üy my hawk. Tbe liawk 's a glorious bird ; 

Obedient — yet a daring, dauutleas bird ! 

You may be uaefal, sir ; wait upoo mo, [They go out. 



ACT IL 



SCENE l.—The Country. On one side a Ruin, on 

tke otker a dump of lofty Treea. 

Enter Phince Fbedehick and Ulrios. 

Fred. Now thou hast Seen her, teil me what tbou 
think'st. 
Has she a heart ? 

Ulrick. I think her flesb and blood. 

Fred. Ay, most sweet flesh, and bloud most rieh ! 

Ulrick. Then snre 
Sbe bas a beart. 

Fred. But where is it ? None yet 
Have found it out. 

Ulrick. You mean a heart to love ? 

Fred. If not such heart, as well no heart at all ! 

Ulrick. Men teil a mine a hundred fathoms deep, 
By certain aigns that near tbe surfaee lie : 
Are flesb and blood more fallible than clay ? 
Take but ber face — theie's not a feature on't, 
But voucbes for tbe mood. Eequire you more ? 
Her linibs and body give you proof on proof. 
If these convinoe you not, essay her voice ; 
'Tis of tbe stop befita tbe melting vein. 
There'a nougbt withont but witb her sex consiats, 
Pronouncing her its pattern, passing rieb ! 
And can ehe lack tbe heart, thc want of whicb 
"Would tum auch afBuence to poverty? 
Prove nature but a niggard, after all, 
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Where she should seeni to be most beautiful ? 
Sbe lias a heart, sir ; and a lieart to love ! 

Fred. How conies it, tiien, I plead a bootless suit. 
Ami not a boy at wooing i Ilad I clmnce 
Witli a heart, were it not wholly occupied, 
I uever fiiilM to find aome fuotmg in it 
If not iustate myself witli easc ; — witli danies, 
I owii, less lofty, tUo' on ligliter terms 
Tiian gift of liaad for life. "Wliy fail I here? 

Ulriek. Hast tlioii no rival ? 

Fred. None. 

Uli-ick. Thou art suro ? 

Ftvd. I am. 
ßisliearteu'd at a race that liatli no goal, 
Or one that seems to distance on approatli, 
My rivals leavo tlie fieid to me alone. 

XJJrick. ThoTi maystliave rivals wliom thou know'st 

Fred, No '. I have press'd her father oft thereon, 
And IcarnM tbe liistory, beginning, close 
Of every siege of wooiug ; ending each 
In mortified retreat. 

Vlrick. Yoii may Iiave rivals 
Unknown to hini. Lovo joys in mystery ; 
And when ynu tliink it cwintless miles away, 
Is lurking close at hantl. 

Fre4. You are still at fault. 
She haa no favonr'd lovor — caoDot havü. 
The thing is out of chancc, impossible ! 

Ulrkk. Call nought impossible, tili tlioii hast proved 
That paßslon bath essayM it, and been foil'd ; 
And set this down — nature is nature still. 
And, thoughtto awerve, is at tbe bottom tni6. 
Tby mistresä is not stone, but flesh and blood, 
Wherein doth lodge tbe jiiice of synipatby; 
Which, more refined in woman thau in man. 
In ■woman sways it measiirelessly stronger ! 
The eesence of tlie sex is tbat whBrein 
We win a gift of their sweet forms and souls— 
The tendemess for some eapecial onc 
"^Vho ihcn, 'midst millions, seems to stand alono. 
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LOVE. 95 

That being absent, then thera is no sex ! 

So where sex is, that also must be there — 

As where tho sud, also the light and heat. 

So of two issniea, aet thy mind to one — 

She lias found the man, who Stands 'mengst millions sole, 

Or he is yet to find, and thou not he. 

Fred. Thou namest two issues — I can find a third. 

Vlrick. Where is it ? 

Fred. Here. As many streams will go 
To make one riyer up, one pasaion oft 
Predominant, all others will ahsorb. 

Ulriek. Whatpassion, swolninher, drinksupthe rest? 

Fred. Pride. 

Ulriek. Of her beauty, or her rank, or what ? 

Fred. Pride of berself! intolerant of all 
Equality — nor that ita bounds alone— 
Oppresaive to the thing that is beneath her. 
Say that sbe waves me off when I advance, 
She spums the aerf that bows to her at diatance. 
Suitor and secretary fare alike. 
I woo for scom, he for no better serves— 
Nay, rather worse comes off. 

Ulriek. Her secretary ? 

Fred. The only one of all his wretched clasa 
Her presence brooks ; for he is uaeful to her, 
Reada with a musie, as a luto did talk r 
"Writes, as a graver did the letters trace : 
Translates dark languages — for learning which 
She hath a stränge conceit ; ia wiae in rare 
Philoaophy : hath masteiy besides 
Of all sweet Instruments that men essay — 
The hautboy, -viol, lute, 

Ulriek. A useful man 
Your highness draws ! What kind of thing is he 
To look lipon ? 

Fred. Taith, proper, sir, in tnmk, 
Feature, and limb ; to enyy, thongh a serf. 
But, err I not, a most unhappy man. 
And, for hia Service, weary of hia life. 

Ulriek. love, a wilfuJ, way ward thing thou art ! 
Twere stränge ! ' twere very atnmgo ! 
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Fred. What? what were stränge? 
What said'st tliou now, apostrophising love '<. 

Ulrich. I Said itwas a wilful, wayward tliing, 
And so it is — fantaatic and perverse ! 
Whicli makcs its sport of persona and of seasons, 
Takes its own way, no matter riglit or wroug. 
Itis the bee that findstlie honeyoiit, 
Whereleastyou'ddream'twouldseektlienectarous Store. 
And 'tis an arrant masquer — tliis same love — 
That moät outlandi^h, freakisli faces wears 
To liide its own ! Looks a proiid Spaniard now ; 
Now a grave Tiirk ; Iiot Etliiopian next ; 
And tlien plilegmatic Englisliman ; and tlien 
Gay Frenchmaii; by and hj, Italian, at 
All things a song ; and in another skip, 
Gruff Dutcliman ; — stül is love bebind tlie masque ! 
It is a bypocrite ! — looks every way 
But tbat where lio its thouglits ! — will openly 
Frown at the thing it smiles in secret on ; 
Shows most like hate, e'en whon it most is love : 
Would fain convince you it is vety rock 
When it is water ! ice when it is fire ! 
Is oft its own dupc, like a thorougii cbeat ; 
Pereuades itself 'tis not the tliing it ib ; 
Holds up its head, purses its brows, and looks 
Askant, witb scornftil lip, Imgging itself 
That it is liigh disdaiu — tili auddenly 
It falls on its knees, uiaking muät pit«ous suit 
Witli hail of tears, and hurricane of sighs, 
Calling on heaven and earth for witnesses 
That it is love, truo love, nothing but love ! 

Fred. You would not say the lady lovea the serf ? 

Ulrick. I would say nothing in particular, 
Save upon proof. Let me together note 
The serf and lady, I will speak to the point, 
Or, baffled, hold my peace. 

Fred. To that intent 
I sent for thee, — for thou art kecn of sight 
To pry into the inmost thoughts of men, 
And find the (»roper enda towards which they aim, 
Howe'er dissembled by assumed purpose. 
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Ulrkk. Your pardoD, sir ; your father bade me 

To warn you, in these times of turbulence, 
He meana ti> stand aloof, and take no pari 
Between the barona and the empress, — so 
YoTiT courae yon know to shape. What Company 

Fred. Tlie conntesB flies her hawk to-day, 
And these are falooners in advance of her. 
Those nearest us, oh^rve. The lady first, 
Is a rieh serf, supposed lovo-daughter to 
Tlie former duke, who left lier well endow'd. 
Tbose with her are her auitors ; but with none 
She'll mate, believing that her wealth ia prized 
Beyond herseif, — nor does she widely err, 
Thougb some might think her beauty dower enough ! 
There isone whofollowsher indeed for love, 
A man of heart ; a gentleman, but poor, 
Who hia revenue apends upon his back ; 
I say he follows her : he wooa her not, 
Tlirough pride, ' iis sjüd, lest he be thought to hnnt 
The droas somuchheneeda; — TOhence I esteem 
His chanee the best, Mark ! he is last of all. 
Let US retire a spaee ; there'a Company 
Enough without us here. Some minutes yet 
Before the countess wiill alight, and then 
Remains the hill to climb. So bright a day, 
Methinka, will scarce go by without a frown. 

[_TAei/ retire. 

Enter Catberihe, Sib Conrad, Sia Otto, and 

SiR Rupert. 
Catk. Spy yoa my hawk ? 'Twasherehestruckhia 

And vanish'd from my sight. 

Sir Otto, Or I miatake, 
Or from his atoop he rose ^ain, and skimm'd 
The brow of yonder copse. 

Sir Co», i mark'd not if 
He aoar'd a accond time. 

Catk. Were I a man, 
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And waited on a lady tliat did liawk, 
T 'd keep hei" bitd in sight ! Sir Riipprt, what 
Say TOii ? "Wliere shall v/q go and seek niy liawk, 
Or lurka he hereabouts ? 

■Sir Rup. I 8aw him not 
At all. 

Cath. Not see my liawk at ali ''. Yciu'il do 
Für a falconer ; so ! Had I that boy, 
My hair-brain'd cousiD, whom yon say you kDow, 
And fair Sit Eiipert hath such fancy for, 
He plays the wasp ao well— (a nüvel taste ! 
As I call voiich he is indeed no bce, 
To pay you with bis honey for bis stiug 1) — 
Had I that soape-grace witb me, be woiild find 
Uly hawk ere you began to look for it. — 
How lotb tbeae friends are to part Company ! 
Nuw will I scatter them {_aside}. Who finds my hawk 
I)esoi'veH to kiss my band, and he sliall do it. 

QSiR Otto and Sie Conrad run off. 
Wbat ! like you not my wages, siv, you stand 
Nor make a proffer of your Services ! 

Sir Rup. To kiss your band would be most rieb 
reward, 
If love'a aweet gift to bim who sougbt your love ; 
But, if love's gift, to one alone 'twere made 
And not to aiiy one ! 

Cath. Love's gift — wbat'a that ? 
Moat tbankless proffer made by empty band. 
Give me bright diamonda, I sliall Iiave brigbt eyes. 
Wlien fetcli^d desert its value and was poor ? — 
A bundred years ago ? — but it was left 
\ legacy, and tben they found it out ! 
The World, they say, ia an old churl, — 'tia not. 
Can you afford to feaat, you sliall be feasted ; 
You aball not dine at home one day out of tbree , 
Nay, you may shut up bouae, for bed and board. 

Sir Rup. You are a young aacetic. 

Catk. Am I so ? 
Well, if I am 'tia in the famiiy— 
lYitneaa my cousin whom you love so well. 
A yoiing aatetic aay you ? Sir, I am 
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A yi^ung Diogenes in petticoats, 
I have stiinga of asioms. Here ave more for yoa. 
They say that beauty needs not omament ; 
But sooth Ehe fares the better ba^iBg it, 
Altliough she keeps it in lier drawer. 

Sir Bup. Indeed f 

Cath. Indeed, and very deed. For I have known 
Bracelets and rings do miracles, where nature 
Play'd niggard, and did nothing, or next to it ; 
Beat lotions in improving of the skin, 
And mend a curve the surgeon had given up 
As hopeleas. 

Sir Bup. Nay, you speak in irony. 

Calh. I speak in tnith, apeaking in irony ; 
For irony is but a laughing truth 
Told of a worthlesB thing. Will you have more ? 
You ahall then. Have you never heard it Said, 
Or never dream'd you such a thing as this — 
That fortune's children never yot lack'd wit, 
Virtue, grace, beauty, tho' it tax'd the ownera 
To find them out ? Once an exceptio« chanced, 
I know not in what year or part of the world, 
But, while men stared at the anomaly, 
One parasite, leas comet-struck than the rest, 
Turn'd up a heap of rubbish of all things 
Good men and wise and men of taste eschew, 
And found them underneath ! Take this along, tlio', 
The owner never knew tlieir value, for 
He ne'er had need to go to market with them. 
Why, what a man you are, Sir Rupert ! Fie ! 
What! not a Word to say? Let's change the theme then : 
Tlie argument shall be, that you're in love ; 
The which shall I affirm while yuu deny. 
I say you are in love, Come, prove me wrong ! 

Sir Rup. I never argue only for the aake 
Of argument, 

Cath. Come, come, you have a tongue ! 
You are in love — I '11 prove it by fifty things. 
And first and foremost, you deny it, sir ; 
A certain sign, with certain accideats — 
As dubiess, moodineas, moioseness, ehyness. 
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I 'd stake my credit on one Single fact 

Thou bearest out to admiration — 

A loTcr is the duUest thing on eartli. 

Wliü Lut a lover — or his antipodes, 

A wise man — ever foimd ont that the use 

Of liia tongne was tu hold it ? Thou must be in love. 

And for one sovereign reason, after wliich 

I 'II give no other — thon dost follow mel 

Sir Ru/j. Madam, altho' I may not use my tongue, 
I du tay eyea and eara. 

CatA. Biit not your feet. 
Will you not seek my hawk, and run a chante 
To kis3 my liand — or woiild it troublc you, 
In case you found my hawk, to use your lips ^ 
But I forget 'tis now your turn to speak. 
And prove my oaks of arguments are reeda. 
Have you no word ? — or am not I worth one ? 
Or must I take your eide, and beat myself l 
I 'II take your nide, then. You are not in love, 
Loviug yourself too well ! 

■Sir Bup. You wrong me there. 

datk. Why, See wliat pains you take with yijur 
peraon ! How 
You dress .' 

Sir Rup. 'Tis not my vanity, hut pride. 
I am too poor to put meaa habit on. 
Whose garments wither sliaJl meet faded smiles 
Even from the worthy, so example aways, 
So the plague poverty is ioatli'd, and shunn'd 
The luckless wight who wears her fatal spot ! 
\Vant, but look füll ; eise you may chance tu starve, 
ünless you '11 stoop to beg. You force me, lady. 
To make you my severe confesaional. 
From such prostration never can I rise 
The thing I was before. Farewell — 

Catk. [looks out.2 Farewell ! 
What ! go not to fetch my hawk, and there 
He sits upon Iiis quarry, new alit ? 
Or want you eameat of your wages ? Well, 
There, kiss my hand, and go and fetch my hawk, 
And then be paid in füll. 
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Sir Hup. If I could speak — 

Cath. My hawk were off again, ere you had done ; 
So I would lose his service — thou iny thanks ! 

Sir Rup. I will secure him atraight. [Goes out. 

Catk. I gave him pain, 
Tiio' he has bome it with a noble heart ! 
I hope he will not make me weep in tum. 
Symptoms I feel of somethiug like a shower — 
A slight one — but it must not fall, They are gone. 
A noble heart ! a very noble heart ! 

Enter Sm Rupert. 
Sir Rup. I have misa'd the hawk — he haa taken 

wing again. 
Cath. 'Twas not your fault — you did the best you 

I am not angry. There 's my band for you. 
Mark'd you which courae he took ? Tben, come along, 
We '11 bunt for him together. 
Sir Rup. Stop — it lowers t 
There'a shelter here. 

^SiB Rupert and Catherine approach the Ruins 
— Enter the Countbss and HiroN, with 
Attendants — Phincb Fbederick and Ulbick 
come forward a little, but so as not lo be 
notieed. 
Couniess [to Sir Rupert.'] Will there not beastorm? 
Huon. I am sure tkere will. 

Coujitess. 1 aak'd not you to gpeak! When you 
should speak 
It shall be shown — it shail be piain. Be sure 
It is so, ere you give your counsel, sir. 

[HüON retires ti> tke group of tre^s, and kons ayainst 
one ofthem. 
Do you not think there 's threatening of a storm ? 
Sir Rup. Yes, lady. When the heayens look 
troubled thus, 
Earth can't be long at peace. 

Fred. The only man 
She brooketh speech from, with complacency. 
Observe her now when I accost her. Madam, 
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Will't please you take ray escort to your coacli, 
At the hill foot I see attending on you ? 

Countess {Jtaughtily}. Tlie fmh is on. air ; I am 
better liere. 

SiK Ottü and Sir Conrad enter in hastt. 
Sir Otto. A storm ! a storm ! Thoae pitch-biack 
clouds tbat speed 
In wild career to meet thc sun, as though 
In envy of hia light to blot bim out, 
Collie right against the wind — a, token they 
Bring thunder ! 

Sir Con. Yes ; I saw a forked flash. 
And while I beld my breatli and Usten'd, heard 
The distant clap. [l'o Sir Otto'} Ävoid the treea ; 

their tops 
With boastful tuwering, dare the threat'ning bolt 
To striko them ! 

[Sir Otto and Sm Conrad appmach the ruins. 

Ulrkk. Du you note ? she does not move — 
What keeps her thero ? la that the Bcomed Kerf, 
Leans drooping 'gainat the trunk of the taH tree, 
Lends him pemicious shelter? — Ciear as day ' 

Fred. 'Tis dark as night ! 

Ulrkk. What?— 0, the Storni! My iord, 
I meant not that— your doubts are Clearing up. 
Look at the serf and lady. 

Catk. {to Sir Rup.'^ Pray you speak 
To the Countess — teil her she's in danger there 
To stand ao near the trees. 

Sir Bup. Madam — 

Catk. Äpace 
The storm eomes on ! 'Twill soon be uverhead — 
Ay ! tliere'a the thunder now, and loud cnoiigh. 
Shc heard not. Call to her again. She bears 
That you accost her. 

Sir E^p, She is fond of you. 

Cat/i. Yea; hut youraark'dherscorn of Huon, now ^ 

Sir Rup. Madam ! Madam ! Pray you 
Como from beneatii the treea. It lightens fast — 
A bolt may striku von, madam ' 
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Countess. I Ao hear you, air. 

ÜlrirJc. The peril of the sorf transfixes her ! 
Her iife, be sure, is only part of his ! 
A commoti aet of cliarity it were 
Command him tbence ; but, consciou8 of the canse, 
Stronger than charity, would prompt the act. 
And fearing to betray it worse than deatb, 
She perils her own Iife ! It is not right 
To leave her there — go to her — take her tbence ! 

Fred. Your pardon, lady, but you must not brave 
The lightning. Come into the open space ; 
There's shelter, with less chance of penalty, 
Beneath this time-worn ruin. \_Thunder andlightnijK/.'] 

Heavens, how near ! 
AJmost together came the clap and flash ! 
The trees are all on fire — the serf is Struck ! 

[HüON staggers from. th^ tree — tke Coüntess 
ruskes to Mm, dasping him. 

Countess. No ! no ! — Heaven, he's dead ! why 
would he stand 
Beneath the trees ! — What, Huon ! — speak to me ! 
Show me thou hear'st me ! Let me see some signs 
Of Iife ! Why, Huon ! Huon !— He is dcad ! 

Ulrick. Lady, he is not dead, but only stunn'd. 
"Twas but ashock, altho' a heavyone. 
His colour comes — you see his eye-lids ope' — 
So please you, leave the charge of him to me. 

Countess. I thank you, sir — am sorry auch a load 
Should bürden you. Would some of my attendants 
Were here, to ease you on't. How dread a thing 
Is death, when aight on't makea one not oneself ! 
Grows it not lighter, sira ? — Ay. there'a tbe sky. 
Almost aa soon as corae the storm is gone. 
Pray leave him to himaeif. 'Twas but a shock ; 
It shames me, such a load should burthen you. 

Ulrich. As yet, he cannot stand. 

Countess. Indeed ? — Ol — ay ! — 
It was a heavy shock, I have a liorror. 
And always had, of lightning. Do you know 
It takes away my wits ? Did you not feel 
As I did, Catherine, when they thought the lightning 
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Had kill'd tlie aerf ? A dreadful tliing is death ! 
And most of all, by üghtning ! wliere ia my liawk ? 
O, tliey had charge to bring him after me, 
And liere they come. Let's meet them, Catherine. 

[ Going, stops und turns to look at Hcon, 

Ulrkk. He still growa botter, madam. 

Cowntess. Who, air? — 0, 
The serf ? — Why, Catherine, wliere'a your hawk ? 

Calh. I have lost him. 

Counteis, I hope the lightiiing has not Struck him. 
Come: 
We'l! have fair weather yet 

'^nter tv:a or tkree Attendants. 
Go, some of you, 
Relieve his lordsliip from hia load. 

[JF-wo of the Attendants take Ilt'os, and lead 
him off, the Countess watchinji. 
Ulrick. You se^ 
He ia unhurt. 

Countess. My lord ?— -I see. — You takc 
Great interest in my aerf. The aun ig out ; 
My hawk againat the field ! Come, Catherine. 

^All go mit, exeept Fbederick a7iil Ulbick. 
Ulricl:. You see, my lord ; and seeing, comprehend. 
Straight will I to the Duke, and teil him this. 
A kingdom to a hawk, sho lovea the serf ! 

IThey go Qnl, severall^. 



ACT III. 
SCENE l.—A C/iawifer in the Cc 
Ertier Duke and ülrice. 
Duke. She loves the serf ? Impossible ! 
Ulrick. My lord, 
'Tis true. 

Duke. It cannot be ! Her pvide aloni- 
Forbids belief. More loftily. my lord, 
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The stateliest of all her anceatoiä 

Ne'er wore bis rank, than ahe. 

Ulrkk. She lovea the serf, 

Duke. Qive me some reason atronger than averment 
Ulrkk. Such I have given already. What, my liege 
But love, such contradiction could beget ? 
When did cold scom took, speak, and act iike love? 
Woman or man is known by fita and Starts, 
More than by habita, which may be put on ; 
For those so take the judgment off its guard, 
That iiimost thoughtä are shown. With care for him, 
She all foi^ot herseif. Had doubt reiiiain'd, 
It had vanish'd when assurance of bis aafety 
Reatored collectedneaa, which brought with it 
Slight of tbe thing that, but a moment gone, 
Seem'd esaeace of her being, 

Duke. Yüu are right, 
'Tis the Solution of the mystery, 
That wlÜi the progress of the aeason, comes not 
The fruit it promised ; and no sign of blight, 
Canker, or mÜdew, bcit the blossom rieh 
As ever knit into the perfect fruit 
FulfiU'd its pride in the crowning. Yes ; her girlhood — 
Now longer paat than some would choose to owii — 
Put forth a bloora Iike many another's prime, 
That often then I fancied love would come. 
When her prime came nor love along with it, 
With many a atiitur bave I aigh'd to think 
Her breast was ae'er intended lodge for him 
It seem'd most fitted for, and little dream'd 
The guest we misa'd, already was within. 

Ulriek. And never fear'd the serf? 

Duke. No. 

Ulriek. Waa't not stränge ? 

Duke. Not to consider him as I did ; creature 
Made for her pride to veot its mood upon — 
Her pride insufferable — which alone 
Seem'd fruit of her capricious womanhood. 

Ulriek. That füil'd yo«. 

Dvjce. When the serf was but a boy — 
His mistress tlien an Infant — taken with 
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His forward parts, I put them to tlie tcet 
Of scholarship, which thcy robustly stood, 
A hundred-fold repaying cultivation. 
Nor stopp'd I there; but, as he grew to manbood. 
Gave training to him in tlioso pxercises, 
Wherein cur youths of gentle blood indulge — 
Preludes to feata in peace, and deeds in war — 
That I might boaat a serf supreme in arms : 
As many a kniglit uiiwillingly bas own'd, 
Accepting challenge to niake proof of him. 

Ulriek. What didst propose him for ? 

Diike- Inatructor first, 
Then page and aecrctary to my child. 

IJlrick. Instmctor, didst thou say ? Companion cf 
Her hours of privacy ? Her age was then — 

Duke. Twelvu, if I err not. — Yes ; TweWe times I 
then 
Had bless'd the day that gave my daughter birtli- 

Vlrick. Her spring was meüowing into summer then, 
Young summer ! at whoae genial glow, tho beart 
Finds wishes and affections shooting up, 
Known but by name before, and thrills and swelis 
With rapture of the stränge and plenteous verdure. 
She prosper'd with hia aid ? 

Duke. 0, wond'roualy. 

Ulriek. And loved at first her tiitor ' 

Diüce. Mnch : but soon 
A change, ■which grew with her, the nearer ^he 
Approach'd to womanbood. 'Twas distanoe first; 
Then suilenness ; tben Bcorn, which ahe gave sway to 
Incontinent, and chiefly of tliose feats 
Of liigb address wherein he match'd the noble. 
And which it seem'd her pastime he should practisc 
For recompense of aggravated spite. 

Ulriek. Wliich he endured for love '. 

Dtfke. He dies! Tbat cnds it. 

Ulriek. Yes; confiruiing it 
Perliaps. Beware, sir, of a tragedy 
So deep ! Her scom may meit at it, and help 
Her tears to keep them flowing on, until 
Slic weups lier ]ife away. You muät not play 
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With ii first pasaion, oQoe it has taken root. 
For it strikes deep— to the foundations even 
Of the heart — entwining with the fibres there, 
Of life itself, that, pluck the other up, 
These haply come aloüg. 

Duke. He shall to exile, 
Tliousands of miles away, 'midst snows and deaerts 1 

Ulrich. So may you tempt her, sir, with pity for him, 
To tum a pilgrim — take up staff and scrip, 
And fullow him. She scoms him for the scorn 
"VVTiich others' eyea behold his Station witb, 
Removed firom their regards, her rank nnknown, 
For her rieh charms were his embraces, lodge 
She'd change your palace for. 

Ditke. Irapossible ! 

JJlrkk. 0, never did aohievement rival Love's, 
For daring enterpriae and execution. 
It will do miracles ; attempt auch things 
As make ambition, fiery as it is, 
Dull plodding tamenesa, in comparison. 
Talk of the miscr's paasion for his store^ — 
'Tis milk and water to the lover's, which 
Defies the mines of earth and cavea of ocean 
To match its treasure ! Talk of height, breadth, 

There is no measure for the lover's paaaion, 
No bounds to what 'twiil do ! 

Dvke. Advise me, then, 
What 's best. 

Ulrvik. Induce the serf to marry. Tiiat 
Were eure, in the end, for yonr fab daughter'a paasion ; 
Whose wound were his aggreaaion, so resentment 
Would blunt the edge of disappointed love. 
For, doubt not, though she ne'er espouses him, 
She truats so far to keep him to hersclf, 
As that he ne'er shail pillow with another. 

Duke. 'Tis done. I have a bride for him, at once, 
One of his class, enfranchised by the will 
Of my Cousin, who preceded me ; indeed, 
Supposed love-daughter to him, and endow'd 
With wealth of his, that makes her coveted 
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As fitting mate, by men of gentle blood. 
Her humour 'tis to keep her freedom atill ; 
But to iny wiah, aa aoon as known, she'U bend, 
Äware I may cncoil her in the mesh 
My cousin's love op bonnty free<l her from. 
But say I wed the serf to Catherine. 
What profit then ? My child may still persist 
To keep her virgin state. 

Ulrich. I ahould commit 
To Heaven the election of her husband ; — iet 
The touraainent determine who aliall wed her. 

Du&e. Thereto I have made provision in my will ; 
And further, sir, as I am due to death 
Now many a year, and niomentarily 
Expect his summons, pray you keep by niu 
The little space I have to tarry yet — 
For Oll your wigdom I have all relianeu. 
Your prince, I know, will not gainsay me here. 
And wlien it pleaseth Heaven to leave my body 
Without the breath it has inherited 
So long, no minute lose, but take occaaion 
Of the fresh flow of sorrow in my child — 
When her young lieart is soften'd, and will mould 
Itaelf into his will, who is no more^ 
To break to her, un tbis particular head, 
My dying testament. 

Ulrich. I shall rememher. 

Duke. So please you I shall join you with the 
empreas, 
Liege lady and good cousin to my child. 
Executor, 

Ulrick. I will discharge the trust. 

Duke. My lord, send Hnon to me. t/uestion not, 
Adviae me not. He marries, or he dies. 

[Ulrick yoes out. 
Life spent to waste ! My pride hecome my shame '. 
For tbis 1 rear'd her — rear'd to tow'ring thoughts- 
Ä gasp of being only left, and that 
To sigh that being has been spent in vain 
For her, last shoot of an illuatrious tree 1 
I loved my serf, was vain of him. and Tiiade 
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My vanity to smile through his deaerta ; 

And now, their light ia cloud to al! my hopes. 

Through mine own pride my high aspirings fall. 

They ahall not fall! Good bye to ruth ! He dares 

To love my child — to covet her I grudged 

Surrender of to those could boast estate 

Equal to mine ! Born at my Tery foot, 

How durst he lift hia eyes so giddy high ! 

He comea. I see ! The passion, never yet 

I dream'd of, Stares «pon me, in hia lookj 

His air, his gait. 'Tis dead — or he muat die ! 

Enter Huon. 
Huon! 

Hzton. My Inrd ? 

Duke. I have been thinking of thee. 

ffuoji. My lord is ever good. 

Duke. I have a notion 
Twould profit thee to marry. 

Huon. Marry! 

Duke. Yes. 

Huon. I firat muat love. 

Dtilke. And haat thou never loved ? 
Why art thou silent ? "Wherefore holds thy tongue 
Its peace, and not thy cheek ? 

Huon. My cheek ! 

Duke. It talks ! 
A flush pass'd o'er it aa I spoke to thee : 
And now it talka again — and on the ground 
Thou caat'st thine eye. " Thou first must love"^My 

friend, 
Thou art in love already. Art thou not? 
Art thou not, Huon ?^Never raind, but keep 
Thy Beeret. — I have fix'd that thou shalt marry. 

Huon. My lord — 

DiiJee [inlemtplinff kim^' I know it will advantage 

And I have look'd around ray court to find 
A partner for thee, and have lit on one. 

Htam ^more eamestly]- My Lord — 

Duke [int&mpH'nff him offam]. She has beauty, 
Huon, she has wealth ; 
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And wlmt doth qualify her better still — 
Äs of unequal matthes discords grow — 
She's of thy own claas, Huon, ahe is ä serf. 

Hußn ^impeluously}. My lord — 

litüm [interruptin ff, indiffnantlt/}. Myaerf! — How 
now ? — Wouldst thou rehel ? 

Huon. Eebel, my lord ! 

Diike. I truat I was deceiyed .' 
I did not See defiance in thine eye, 
And hear it on tliy tongue ? Thou wouldst not dare 
So muoh as liarbour wish to thwart thy lord. 
Muclt lessintent? Thou know'st Ulm ! know'st thyself I 
Tliou may'st have scniples — that thou canat not help ; 
But thou canat laelp indulging them in the face 
Of thy lord'a will. And so, as 'tis my wili 
Thou marry straight, and I have found thy matcii, 
ril draw a paper up, where thou alialt make 
The proffer of thy hand to Catherine, 
And thou ahalt sign it, Huon. [ Writes. 

Huon. 'Tliat I were dead ! 
0, whal is death, compared to slavery ! 
Brutes may bear bondage — they were made for it, 
When Heaven set man above them ; but no mark, 
Definite and indelible, it i)ut 
Upon onp man to mark him frora anotlier, 
That he should live his slavo. heavy curee ! 
To have tiiought, reaaon, judgment, feelings, tastes, 
Fasaiona, and conscience, like another man. 
And not have equal liherty to use them, 
But call his raood their master ! "Why was I bom 
With paasion to be free — with feculties 
To use enlargement — with desiree that cleave 
To higli achievements— and with sympathies 
Attracting me to objects fair and noble, — 
And yet with power over myaelf ob little 
As any beast of bürden ? Why ahould I live ? 
There arc of brutea themselvea tlmt will not tame, 
So high in them is nature ; — whoin the spur 
And lasli, instead of curbing, only chafe 
Into prouder mettle ; — that will let you kill tliein, 
Ere they will sufFcr you to masterthem. 
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Duke. Here, Huon, sign, 
And Catherine is your wife. 

Huon. 1 will not sign. 

Duke. How now, my serf ! 

Huon. My lord, I am a man ; 
And, as » man, owe duty higher far 
Than that I owe to thee, which Heaven expects 
That I diacharge. Didst thon command me murder, 
Steal, commit perjury, or even !ie, — 
Shoiild I do it, though thy serf? No ! To esponse her, 
Not ioving her, were murder of her peace. 
I will nut aign for that .' With like default, 
To compaas raaatery of her effecta, 
Were robhery. I will not sign for that ! 
To swear what I must swear to make her mine, 
"Were peijiuy at the Tory altar, Therefore 
I will not sign ! To put forth plea of love, 
Which not a touch of love bears witness to, 
"Were uttering a üe. And so, my lord, 
I will not sign at all ! — 0, good my liege, 
My lord, my master, aak me not to sign ! 
My aweat, my blood, use without sparing ; but 
Leave me my heart — a miserable one 
Although it be ! Coerce me not in that, 
To make me do the thing my heart abhors ! 

[TAe Duke drauts bis swrd, and reiotutely approoehea 
Huon. At the aame minufe ßie Coitntbss enters, 
unperceived, and stops ätort- 
Duke. Huon, I love thee. 
And would not do thee härm, unless compeli'd. 
Thou should'st not play with me, and ahalt not. Take, 
Therefore, thy choice — death, or the paper. 
Huon. Death ! 
Dfike. Thou makest thy mind up quickly. in a 

strait. 
Huon. I do not wish to live. 

[Qpeng Sis vest, takea the point qfthe Duhb's «toord, 
and places it opposile his heart. 

Set here thy point ; 
Tis right against my heart ! Press firm and straight ; 
Themore, tlie kinder! ^A pause. 



db,Google 



Duke. As thou wiahest death, 
1 will not kill thce for tliy disobedience. 
An hour I graat für calm refiection. Ilse it. 
If, on the lapse of that brief space, I find 
The page without addition, thou niay'st learn 
That even slavery hath its degrees, 
Which make it sometimes sweet. Our fßlona throng 
The galleys; but 'tis liard or we sball find 
A bench and oar for tbee. [i/e ffoes oul. 

Hutm. My lord, come back ! 
My lord ! ÄVhat now my mind, be sure 'tmiil be 
At tli« eod of the hour ! of tlie day ! of my life '. — Jly 

lord! 
He dues not hcar, or will not. Most sweet cause 
Of most insufferable misery, 

"Woiildst thou not weep at this? Couldst thou look on, 
And keep pride sitting in thy woman's eye — 
The proper throne of pity — which for me, 
The melting queen has yet refused to fill. 
But to a Stern usurper all abandon'd ! 
Wouldst tlio« not weep? Or would my name alone— 
My aole condition set 'gainst all myaelf; 
The vivid thoughts, the feelings sensitive, 
The quick affections, pagsions of a man, 
Despite liis misery of birthright ; flesh. 
"Warm, warm ; of as high vitality as tho' 
His lot Jiad been an heirdom to a throne — 
Would tliat, prevailing 'gainst such odds as these, 
Prevent tbee ! Yes ! Tliou wouldst not weep for me. 
0, knew I what would make thec ! Would my corpse ? 
Then to thy father ! owu my passion for thee, 
Teil him his serf aspires to Iure his daugbter, 
Boasts of it, tho' he senda him to the galleys. 
Will glory in it, chaiu'd beside the felou. 
Ay, witb the tasker's whip whirling ahove liim, 
Beiterate it, wlten he thieatens me. 
And when agfun he tbreatena, justify it^ 
On the broad riglits of common human nature, 
Till with his own band be tranfixes me ! 

[Folhwiny the Duke. 

Coantes8 [inteiyosinff']- Stop, Htion ! — What's the 
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Huon. Hiion — Huon! 
Didst tbou saj Huon — and with gentleneas? 
Madam — my mistress — I am your slave ! — I am 

nothing 
But the poor serf ! 

Countea^. See if that door is free 
From liat'ners. 

Huon \_going to the dMr\. There is no one here, 

Countess. Cotne io, 
And shut it again. 

Huon. 'Tis shut. 

Coimtess. Now, whafs the matter 
With my father and you ? 

Huon. He bade me ^gn ttiat paper, 
And I refused. 

Counteii. What is it ? Let me sea it. 

Hwm \kanda the paper., and watches Che Counte88 
iehUe ahe reodf\. How her eye fastens on the 
writing — seems 
To grasp it, aa her hand the paper ! What ! 
Didshe Start? Shedid! 0, wherefore? — Whatisthia? 
Her Sweet face, that just now waa all a calin, 
Shows signs of brooding tempest ! Yea, 'tis on — 
Lowers on her brow, and flaahes on her cheek, 
Like cloud and iiglitning. How her bosom heavea ! 
What makes it heave? She has let the paper drop, 
Yet there sho Stands aa tho' she held it yet ! 
And where but now all was astir — now, all 
Again is stillneBa ! Dare I speak to her ? 
She is not like to faint — no — no — she breathes ! 
Her haughty spirit wakes in her again, 
Towering, alaa ! as ne'er it did before. 

Countess ^jißer a i>iolent strugyle, gimng wa^'y. Huon, 
Idie! 
Hwm. Heavens ! — Mercy ! 

Countess \Jrursling into tears^. It is over. 
Do not speak to me ! Let my tears flow on ! 

Huon. Flow they for me ? 

Countesg. I told you not to speak. 

Huon. Sweet Heaven ! your voice is tears ! 
Your looks are tears ; your air, your motions, all 
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114 LOVE. 

Are teara! flood* ! floods! to thoae that course your 

cheeks, 
Änd fall more bright than diamonds oii the hauds 
Which now I clasp to thee in supplication, 
That thou w-ilt deign this once voucheafe me audience. 
To give my fatal paaaion vent before thee — 
For years pent up witliin my wretchcd breast — 
And then I'm mute for ever ! 

Countess. Huon, peace — 
I know thou lov'st nie. 

Hnon. Thou know'at it, dost thou? 
And say'at it ! — ^and mildly say'st it ! 
Not with a toDü of 3corn, not with a threat, 
Nor accent yet of cold indifFerence 
For the poor serf, who, body, soul, and all, 
Not being worth a tithe of thee, yet dares 
To love thee ! — dares to wish for thee ! — yes, wish, 
Altho' he knows thee out of reach of him, 
As tlie 8un ! — as the stars — a million, million times 
Beyond the sun ! The poor despised serf, 
Despised of himself — oi thee— of every one — 
Thou see'st he loves thee, and thou deign'st to say it! 
Say it with pity — with most tender pity ! 
Behold'at him kneeling at thy feet, and kiiow'st 
The passion throwa him therc, and suffer'st him 
To stay there ! — Let him die there ! Let him die 
At thy feet ! \_Falh at her feet. 

Comitens. Rise, Iluon ! — Huon ! — Ilear'st thou me ? 
And dost thou not obey mo ? Wilt thou not ? 
Listen to me 1 — I do cntreat thee, Huon, 
Äs thou dost love me, rise ! 

Huon \jrisinff to his knee']. Agiun! '"As thou dost 
love me, Huon !" And thy voice did aound 
As 'twere the voice of one that loved again ! 
Thou start'st at that ! and terror all at once 
Looks from the eyes, whence aomething look'd before 
I'd give tUe vision of my own to see there 
But for one othcr nioment, so it aet 
My soul ablaze with hope ! — Can I believe it, 
My arm cnoircles thee ! 

CDunt-üä ^ji-Uh ilignity\ Remove it. 
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Huon. Heaven ! 
Thou changeat ? — Yea ! — ^ThoE art returning fast 
To what thou wast before. 

Couritets. No, Huon — but 
Obey me — kneel no longer at my feet, 
But rise. It pleaaeth me thou dost taj will. 
Huon, wilt do my will ? 

Hw}n. Wilt do thy will ? 
It ia tl»e nature of my blood as mucli 
As its colour — curreut ! In thy eve^ mood, 
I will obey thee, lady. 

Cmmtms. Promiae me 
Thou'lt do the tUing I bid thee. 

Huon. What is it ? 

Counlesi. Promise me first, and then HI name it to 
thee. 
Huon, wilt do the thing 1 wish ? 

Huon. I will. 

Countess. Bat swear thoult do it. 

HuM. Ybs. What shall I swear by? 

Counteis. Thy love for me. 

Huon. Then, by my love for thee, 
I'll do the thing thou bidd'st me. 

Countess. Sign the paper ! — 
Thou art about to apeak — but don't — don't, Huon, 
As thou wouldst not offend me ; aa 'twould grieve me — 
I won't say, anger me — thou shouldat offend me. 
Listen. ! I'll bear that thou shouldst love me, if 
Thou signest — elae command thee ever from me. 
Wut thou not? Speak not — give me acts, not words. 
Or sign it, or begone ! 

Huon. I'ü keep my word. 
And so do both. ^Takes paper to tabh, and peruses it. 

Enter Attendant. 
ComUess \jo Attendant]. Is Catherine in the castle ? 
If not, go to her houae, and bring her hither. 

Attendant. She is in the Castle. Now she enter'd it. 
Countess. Conduct her to my chamber. Stay. My 

Teil bim, and do it straigiit, to wait me in 



•dby Google 



The chapel. Tarry. See tliat the cliapcl eise 

la dear — make aaie of it. That asocrtain'd, 

Take post at the door, and mind tliat none do enter, 

Escept the serf and the twu ladiea that 

Shall foUow him, I shall be one. A mouse 

Besides, thou diest! [ Attendant (?öe* out, 

Huoti ^giffnspaperj. It iasign'd — Farewell! [^Goiitff. 

Countess. Stay! — To the füll tliou must redeem thy 
pledge. 
Uoless thou marriest, it is not aign'd, 
The paper is but air, the ink but water, 
Without fulfilling of tho written deed ; 
And thou dust jiiggle witli nie shamefuUy, 
Saying thou luvest me, and for thy oath 
Staking thy loye, and leaving all undone 
As thou hadst sworn by nothing. Thou art bound 
To mairy Catherine, which doing not, 
l^ou dost not loTe me, — thou art not a man. 

Huon. I am indifferent to wliat I do. 
AU things of eartli are now the same to nie ; 
Good, bad, love, hate, wrong, kJndness, life or death. 
What hour you please, I'U marry Catherine. ^Going. 

Countess. Now ! {_Sfopping him. 

Thia very raonient ! She will meet tiiee in 
The chapel, wliither thou must straight renair. 
Thou wilt ? 

Huon. I will. 

Countess. The ehaplain thou wilt find 
Expecting thee — and, if he be not come 
Already, still he \vill be sure to come, 
Thou wilt not juggle with me ? 

Huon. No. 

Countesi. Thou darest not — 
I mean, thou darest not but reapeot thino oath. 

Huon. nikeop it, madani. — Then, farewell for ever! 
[_Ande. — Goes <nU. 

Countess. 'Tis done ! [^Sinhs into a chair. 

Enter Dukf. 
Dij/ce. Where s Huon ? 
Countess. Gone to do thv will. 
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LOVE. U7 

Duke. Who work'd this mirafile ? I never dresim'd 
He would conform to it ! Who work'd it ? 
Couniets. I. 
Bithe. Thou? 

Cowitess \^ivinff kirrt the paper^. There, 

I>uke. My child ! Thou art thy father's ehild, 
My proud child still ! Where is he ? 

Countess. In the chapel, 
By this. The chaplaiD waits upon him there. 
Catherine is ia my room, expecting me. 
So please you, sir, since I have help'd the match 
Thus far, 111 e'en o'erlook the ceremony. 

Dtiie. Do 90. 
My barque no mote is fit for sea ; 
A ripple threatens it with foundering, 
Almost 'tis founder'd now. Did Huou teil thee 
How he withstood me ? 

CouTitess. All is known to me. 
But pray you, for the sake of Catherine, 
Orant him his freedoni. 'Tis not meet her liusband 
Should drag the chain hath been nnloosed from her. 

Duke. This document accomplishes your wish, 
E'en now prepared to win him to my purpose. 
I give it freely, for I loTe the boy; 
Ay, now eatirely love him ! See him married ; 
And may he plight a happy, happy troth 
To her he weds ! My child, I am faiiing fast. 
'Tis time — don't heed ! — go to the chapel — and 
My blessing on the errand takes thee thither. 

Enter Attendant. 
Ha ! — you are come in time, sir ! I shall need 
Your help to my chamber. Teil the boy, I biess him! 
Come hither, bless thee, too ! And bless the work 
Tliou goest to do ! While I remember it, 
Hegard Count Ulrick as thy father's friend, 
One of bis household now, with sanction of 
The Prince of Milan, I am very feeble ! 
'Must to my chamber ! 

Countess [^ruskinff towaräs kirn, and kneelinff.'] Biese 
me again ! myfather! 
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Duke. Again, mj- child ? — Agaiu ! [Blesnng her, 
Heaven bless thee ! It 'm wiser — better knows 
Thy goud — can better help tbee to 't — ay ! 
Better thaa thy father ! May it bless tbee, tben. 
And be ita will, before thy father's, done ! [Goes out. 

Countess. Now, fail not CaÜierine, and the die is 
cast! [Goes out. 



8CENE IL— The Corridor o/ fhe Castle. 



Sir Con. Wliat calls the chaplain to bis sacred post. 
And why this privacy ? About to pass 
The porch, I was admonish'd 'twas forbid 
To all to enter ! 'Tis no day of fast, 
No hour of customary rites ! 'Tis nought 
To nie. I only wonder at its strangenesa. 

Sir Rup. [entering.] Wliere is the Prince of Milan! 

Sir Con. In the court-yard— 
TTnleaa departed thence this moment. 

Sir Rup. Find bim. 
And bring hini to tbe Chamber of the duke. 
If on your way you meet the dukc's pbysician. 
In aearch of ivbom I go, be, too, is summond. 
And teil him ao. 

Sir Con. Why, what 's the matter ? 

Sir Rup. Woe] 
The duke 1 — tbe duke ! — No question, but away ! 



SCENE III. — Chamber of t/w CovKTESB. 
Enter Chkistina and the Countess's Maid. 
Chris. My mistresa marry Iluon ? 
Maid. Even so 1 
Now band in band witb bim before tbe prieat ; 
Unleas tbe knot be tied already — said 
Tiie bleasing and amen. 
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Chri». No bridemaid ? 

Maid. Yes, 
My lady. 

Chris. WLat ! tlie Countess ! bridemaid she 
To Catherine that was before a serf ! 
Yet she was ever fond of Catherine. 

Maid. You sbould have seen them both as forth they 

Like two sweet sisters for the altar veil'd, 

Chris. A sudden marriage this ! 

Maid. And lonely, too ; 
None but the principals admitted — friends 
Nor attendants ! 

Chris. It is stränge ! 'Well. Hnon gets 
Ä wealthy wife — a freewoman, to boot ; 
And, sooth to say, a worthy busband, ahe — 
Ay, were ahe better still— for many a prince 
Looks not bis rank so well as Huon would 
Were he one. Softly — they retum — yes. 

Maid. No; 
My misttess comea alone. How slow sbe moTes ! 

Enter the Countess faint, her Maid runs to support her. 

Countess. Help to untie me, girl. Z cannot hft 
My band to my head — and I want air ! Remove 
My veil. There ! Now I breathe ! — A minute only 
And all the world seema changed. Is this my roomt 
Art thou my waiting-maid ? — Am I myaelf? 
Where is my father? 

Maid. In bis eliamber, lady. 
He ia complaining. 

Countess. He ia very old. 
His life spun out into a very film. 
I did not gwnsay bim ! Thank Heaven for that ! 
I would that I could go to him, but 'faith 
My limba have don&their best to bring me hither. 
I am next to dead ; almost dissolved to notbing. 
Is that Christina ? Girl, what do you beve ? 
Home with all haate ; your mistress there before you 
Waita your assistance with most instant need. 

Chris. It is all wonder. 
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Countess. Art tliou gun«; ^ 

Chris. I am.' \^Curtsies a7id goes oul. 

L'lrick. Madam ! 

Countess. Count Ulrick, is it you ? I am glad 
To see yoii, sir; my father told me, or 
I dreamt it, he deaign'd to täte you, sir, 
lato bis Service. If 'tia so, I'in glad of it. 

Ulrick. I giieve to think my office was a brief one ' 

CounteM. Yoiir office was a brief one ! — Speak ! — 

Wlien silence is a Substitute for speech 
The beart niust be o'er füll of joy or pain ' 
Enough. I read your errand in your iooka — 
I am an orphan. 

Ulrick. Madam, 'twas a debt 
Long due to nature. 

Countegg. Still, sir, we must grieve 
To see it paid. At wbat a time to leave me ■ 
I cannot pay bim half liis dacs of sorrow. 
My heart is spent ! — benumbed ! thia shaft of Fate 
Lighta on a corpse ! — a coipse ! Alae, my father ! 

[-1 pause — Euter Attendant, hmtily. 

Atten. Madam ! 

Ulrick. Keep silence ! Do not interrupt 
The sacred flow of sorrow for the dead, 

Countesi. No; lut bim speak; there 's matter in his 

Auen. Tbc banquet, as you ordered, is prepared, 
But neither bride nor bridegroom can be found. 

Cmmtess. You mean the bride cannot bo found ! 

Atten. Nor yet 
The bridegroom. 

Countess. Searcb for bim, and you will find him— 
Must find him ! ^Attendant ffoes out. 

What a crow ! at what a time '. 
When all my tiioughta shouid be with him that 's gone ! 
My father ! I did love my father, sir : 
Indeed, I did 1 

Ulrict Tlieii iet me nou- fulfil 
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His last bebest, wbereof the substance this, 

Ät length recoriled here — wbich he enjoin'd 

You shonld be instantly poaaeas'd of— proof 

Of his most fatherly regard and care. 

Of those who seek your band you must make choice 

Of one to ahare the laboura of tlie dukedom, 

Or eise abide the issue of the Hats — 

Yuur aiiitors summon'd to a tournament — 

When he who reata the ■victor wina yout band. 

Counteis, I am content! l'll do my father's will. 
And bide the issue of the tournament, 
Or choose myaelf the man shall take my band. 

Uiriek. Jointly the Empreas and myself are named 
Executore, to give the will effect, 

Countesg. It waa not needed. It had been respected 
Withoiit o'erlooking, how much SesB enforcement ! 
My hrain and heart are here and there ! — I haven't 
The use of them. Some one did teil me now 
Of something — wbat was it ? 

Ulrick. One said the aerf — 

Countes$- Call bim that name again ! Wbom speak'st 
thou of ? 

Alten. [Bnleri7)ff2. This letter is from Hiioi>, madam, 
Mounted upon a ateed, your father's gift, 
He threw it me, and fled. 

Countess \reading~\. " Etemally 
Farewell — your will is done — I uac my freedom. 
Fortune my miatresa hence — the riebest boon 
She can award me, death ! — Once laore farewell ! " 
O rasbness most perverse and ruinoua ! 
Let them pursue bim ; and provide them witb 
The fleetest of the stud, and gold beside, 
For new relaya. If tliey o'ertake bim— if — 
They must ! — 'tia an affair of life or death ! 
They must not quit bim, but retum witb bim— 

Atten. The bride — 

Countess. No heed of her. Bring Huon back 
By fair means or by foul — persuaaion lost, 
Let them resort to force — but not to bamn 
A hair of bia bead. So be thoir numbers such 

TOL. III. c 



•dby Google 



As makes resisitance idle, Tliey are si.ire 
To track him, so tliey lose not time— and see 
They do not ! If they waste a moment only, 
They anawer for't. Stay, sir! a purse of gold 
To every one of tbem — of gold, you luarV- — ■ 
So tLat they bring liim back ; and one for you 
In like event. A minute lience, oliserve, 
I look into the uourt-yavd, and. expect 
To See tliem iu tlicir sadd!e>i, and away '. 
l'pon tlieir lives I cbargc tliem bring him baek ! 

[Thijgo 



SCENE i.—The Garden of ike Castk- 

Enter Sir Rupert and Si» Conrad, 
Sir Rvp. Time is tbe same. 'Tis cur condition 'f^ 
cbanged. 
The hours hang weary-heaTy on onr hands : 
We scaree could catch when Catherine was bere, 
Tbey went so fleetly by ua. Tben the death 
Of tbe duke halb !eft a blank, wliicb, while lie lived, 
Light Offices, with grateful taaks fill'd up, 
Forbade our spirits flag. 

■St»- Con. Eventful day, 
The day he died ! Eventful day to us ! 
Out Catherine niamed Huon tben, and fled ; 
And riuon fled, avoiding Catlierine ; 
Nor sincc of either tiding» — -though for him 
Almost the World was searcliM. Strange, loathing iiim 
As she did, with bäte almost unnatural, 
Hüw much to heart tbe Countess took liis flight. 

Sir Eup. Ay, as a gentle stream would take a rock, 
Supiiose ODe suddenly cast into it, 
Datnming its Channel up, and making foam, 
Wliere all before went crystal, without ripplc, 
But such as noteth gliding. Yes, 'twas stränge. 

Sir Con. 'Twas very stränge. 

Sir li/ifi. 'Twas one of certain things 
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We See, yet question that we see, yet there 
We know they are. 

Sir Coli. She pines for loss of liim. 

Sir Rup. No, 3ir ; she takes to lieart her father's -n 
Compelling her to choose a liuaband, or 
Accept of him the toiimament inay send her. 
And so, she keeps alone ; to all forbidding 
Äpproach to her, except this youth, who sits 
In Huon's place, her aecretary now, 
The forward cousin of fair Catherine, 

Sil- Con. Strange, Catherine shouSd fly, and Huon t 
That eanh should pnrpose, what, if known to each, 
Had one accomphsh'd, had sufficed for both, 
To shun the consunimatioa of the titea ! 
Strange, tliat the Duke that very day should die ! 

Sir Rup. Untiioely was the Duke'a decease for ui 
Prevented by his death from profiting 
By the fair opening which the turbulent 
And wild Bohcmians for our lances niade. 
We could not take the field ; and, lo, the war, 
Ere well commenced, is done ; concluded too 
By Single combat, and the oonqueror 
Ä küight unknown tili now, whose championahip 
Had graced the proudest days of chivalry : 
Of presence noble as his deeds are lofty, 
By that confirming what by these he won — 
The favour of ttie Empress. Yonder cumes 
The secretary. 

Sir Con. Äy, 'tis he. 

Sir Rup. I fear 
He laughs at ua to give us hopes, as still 
You kaow he docs, tliat one of us shall yet 
Make wife of Catherine. Ä forward spark ! 
I hate a stripling that 's so much the man ; 
It ahows like aping. He grows worae and worse, 
Since he hath got hia of&ce, For the sake 
Of Catherine, alone, I bear with him. 

Sir Con. He is like her ; never brother more ] 

I have a word to say to you anon, 
Touching to-niorrow, wlien the tournament 
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Decides who weds the Oountesa, shc doclining 
To clioose a mate herseif. 

Cath. \withoiU, ver}/ loud'^. IIo! Holloa ! 

Sir Bup. Ho ! [Catqeiline entert 

Why call you, air, so loud ? 

Cath. To make you hear 
News, sirs, from Catlieriiie ! Shall I wliispcr it '. 
Slie is Coming \ 

Sir Rup. So you told us moiiths ago. 

Catk. Well, wlien slic comes slii^'ll be the weJcumer 

Sir Ccn. I'll wait for her no looger. 

Cath. WaH for her ? 

! ay ! a man niay wait, and wait in vain. 

1 wait for a wife; though the odda are t«ii tu <)ne : 
As Vm a man, I'll die a baclielor. 

Do you know tho signs of one ? 

Sir Coii. No ; what are they i 

Cath. 0, Taiious ; but the chicf, a eautioua eye, 
And calculating. He tliat scans a fence, 
Doch seldoOT luake a clever leap of it ; 
Nine times in ten he halks Itis spring and falls. 
In the ditcli ; while he who takes it at a glance, 
Goes flying over. Women are ahrewd imps ! 
BehovcB a man lie thinka not of tlioir pockets, 
When he ifi lüoking in tlieir faccs ; for, 
y^aajc he Iiia eye ever so languiahingly, 
Tliey*ll find he 's only working at a sum 
In aritlimetic. Sir Bupert, lit nie see 
Your face ! Don't look so sullen at nie. Who 
Can 800 the sim if be's hehind a cloud '; 
Tliat 's right. I would not say, bnt when the woman 
Kind heaven intends for wife to you shall conio, 
You'll marry her. 

Sir Cmi. What say you of iny face { 

Cath. Tho aarae I say of his. By niy honour, sirs ■ 
Thongb I may pass for an astrologer, 
I never yet, believe ine, made pretence 
To read tlie stais ; nor am I adept yet 
In palmistry ; nor have I studied signs 
As lucky or unlucky omens ; yet 
Tliings can I teil before they cume to pass. 
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Sir Con. But shall I die a bachelor ? 

Catk. You will, 
Unless it chance, upon a certain day, 
In a certain month, in stich or such a year — 
At present which is doubtful, but as eure 
As time doth nrn 'twill coine — you get a wife ! 
Now, there's a puzzle for you ; make it out, 
And teil it me ; and then I'll teil it you, 
If you are in the right. Your lot is east 
In mystery; tut, for Sir Rupert, bis 
Is piain ; 'tis right before me ; I can teil 
The year, the month, the week,the day, almost 
The very liour, he vrill be married, or— 
Not married ! yet am I no conjuror. 
Where ta Sir Otto ? 

Sir Con. We are going to bis house ; 
He waits for us. 

Calh. I'll follow. News wait I 
Frora Catherine ; I'll bring it, if it comes. 
Nay, sirs, bcseech you, look not thus upon me 
"With eyes of marvel. On my word ! indeed. 
And, by my honour, — and, if nothing eise 
Will aatisfy you, thongh I have ta'en an oatU 
'Gainst Bwearing, I will gi^e it on my oath— 
I am no conjuror ! Another Word : 
Wiiat I have told you, teil not, as you love me. 
Lest I should pay for it by flood or faggot ! 
Upon my life, sirs, I am no conjuror ! 

[^ Thet/ go out emerally. 



SCENE 11.—^ Rwm in the Castle. 

ülrick. At length— the day almost arrived that hringa 
The toumament, wbose issue brings to her 
A consort for her state — sbe yields me audience. 
Is it for loss of Huon she has pined. 
And kept herseif forbiddingly alone ? 
If so, why give bis hand to Catherine ? 
This is a mystery, the which the more 
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I try to sound, tlie deeper doth it grow ; 

Whilc surmise after satmise rises, as 

Report succeeda report of liigli exploits 

Acliieved by thia wnknown adventiirer, 

Who now Stands next tlie Empress chief in place, 

Tliat even he and Hnon aro tlie aanie ! 

Sliould it lie Bo, and lie aliould come along, 

What then tlie issue of Iier meeting with liim V 

Tliis I revolve, and with a tronbled heart, 

That aees no end to ita perplexity. [^Loüks i}ff. 

How cbanged slie iä ! Her fiery eye ia quench'd! 

Her head ita haughty carriage hath abated, 

Her chcek is beggarM of its prideful flush. 

Enier CiiuNTEss [n pirchmeut in hm' handj. 

Vuuntess. I liave perused the testament, my lord, 
Carefiilly, word for word, and sco no mention, 
Either «Örectly or by implication, 
ToTiching the quality of liim inay win nie. 

Uirick. No, none ia made ; a slight Omission only. 

Countess. Yet apaco enoiigh to let my will creep 
through. 
You say, my lord, you have made prociainatioii 
Of this fair paaaage far and widc ' 

Uirick. I have. 

Countem. And now expect the Empross? 

Uirick. Yes, 

Countess. And witU her ? 

Vlrick. The neblest of her coiitt ; a glürioua orowd ; 
Among the rest, her favourite ; that youth 
Witli whoso exploita the wondering realm resounds, 
Who, in so hrief a Space, without a name, 
Hae made bimaelf tite neblest wliich the tongiic 
Of high renown rings o«t. 

Countets. That youth ! what youth '( 

Uirick, A young adventurer, of wJiom it seenis 
Fair fortune is enamour'd — gives liim all 
He asks 1 

Countesg. l never heard of him before. 

Uirick. So pleaae you, madam, you forget tili now, 
Sinei! tliat y<iui- father dicd and Huou ticd, 
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LOVE. 12? 

Save yoiir new secretary, you have deign'd 
With none vouchsafe communing. 

Covntess. Yoii tue right. 
I have forgot the world, time, everything ! 
What iB this favourite called? 

Ulrick. His titlea change 
So fast — the former almost new aa its 
Successor — scarce I know now his present style. 

Countesg. Hia name I mcan. 

Ulrick. His name I know not, madam. 

Counlas. Whatmovesmyheart, soleaden-dullbefore? 
"Why did it leap at mention of the atranger? [_AsMe. 
Has he heen seen by any whnm wo know, 
Any of our vasaals, Chiefs, or friends ? 

Ulrick. I liave niet 
With none of these have seen him, 

Countega [aislractedli/l- Happy woman I 

Ulrick. Madam? 

Countegs. The Empress is a happy woman. 
She can reward desort, ennoble it. 

Ulricl S n this tan 1 tl her liiglmess done 
With SU h p f n f mu fi n e, 
There ar n t w t n th wl think she sees 
Less with p th n an'a eyes. 

And mean h b t es b t as stly heralds, 
Poor to th tl m th y f erun. 

Countcss. What ! meana she to espouse him i 

Ulrick. "Tis surmiaed. 
Matter to wonder at, yet justified. 
For they report him of a preaenco noble, 
Aa e'er bespoke a man to challenge honour. 

Countess. 1 never dreamt of an abyss so hideoua — 
And to be Standing on the very brink on 't ! 

Ulrich [altwmed at her mhemence'}. Madam ! 

Countess. Ay ! what 's the matter ? ^Aside,'^ I am 
frigbten'd 
At myaelf ! [^Äloud.'^ Mylord,my8piritsareaodreamy, 
Things which are not, T see — wbich are, aee not ! 
Pray do not heed me. For this toumament, 
Thus near without obstruction on my part 
Hath it approached, but pray you keep in mind 



db,Google 



On what condition ; tliat at any time 

Tlie Imsband it awards, revolting to nie, 

I am at libertj to niake a clioice 

Between a husband and tlie cloister. So ! 

I'll read tlie will agaiii. f ■S'iV» doicn and reads. 

Stepken \entering kagtily']. News ! news ! my Sord. 

Vlrkk. Whatisit? 

Stephen. Huon 1 

CowUess. Ha ! 
Well, what of Huon, is he found ? 

Stehen. He is. 

Countess. Propitioua Heaven, at what a time ! vvhere 
ishe? 

Stephen. In the suite of the Empress. 

Countess. Well, — go on '. 

Stepken. I saw liim ! More. That i^un uf ehivatry 
Hath suddenly blazed fortli in the brief war 
So late gone by and dazzled friends and foes — 
The faVrite of the Empress — 

Countest. Well ? Go on ! 

Stephen. — Huon and hc are one, 

Countegg. I was sure of it ! 
Send him away, 

[S/ie staggers to a seat, "ülhick Supports her. 

UlricL Hence, air. [Stephen goes out. 

Countess. Dont wonder at nie ! Don't ! 
Nor question nie, whate'er I say or do ! 
Listen and do my bidding. I prepare 
To give reception to the Empress,— thou 
See Huon. Teil him I would speak with him 
Soon OS occaeion serres; or let hini makc 
Occasion, and at once — at once, my lord ! 
[_AHde.'] Where sliall we meet ? In the garden ? Xu ; 

the garden 
Ig overlook'd. In the library ? No ; 
We niay be auhject to intmsion thcre. 
■\Vhat ahould prevent his Coming to my closet ? 
What place so fit ? Why think of any other ? 
[Almid.} My lord, bring Huon to my closet. Huon ! 
The favourite of the Empresa I should say. 

[ T/iii VovKTESs and UtnrCK :io out severally. 
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SCENE III.— SiB Otto'8 Hoase. 
Enter SiB Otto, Sir Conrad, and Si» Rupert. 

Sir Otto. 'Tis slight of fortune not to take the cliance 
She proffere; since the lista must open, sirs, 
To every lance, wliy not adventure ours, 
With such a prize ? Wait you for Catherine. 
l'ni for the toumament. 

Sir Con. And so am I, 
This s€cretary is a subtle spark. 
He lias harp'd upon cur suit to Catherine, 
Awakeii'd hopes we had given o'er as dead. 
And pledged himseif with oatbs she would retum 
Free, as she ne'er had plighted troth to Huon, 
And yet she comes not. What we take in earneat, 
Be sure lie only givea in mockery. 

Sir Otto. I'm of yonr counsel, and will break a lance 
To-morrow for the Countess. 

Sir Rup. Do so, sir. 
I break no lance except for Catherine. 

Catherine lenleritig disguised lu a man]. Wljo talks 
of breaking lances? 

Sir Otto. Ha ! our frlend 
Tlie Socretary. 

Sir Cm. Well sir, TOliat's your news ? 
Where's Catherine ? 

Cath. AbsorbM in solving, sir, 
A knotty point. 

Sir Con. A knotty point ; what is't ? 

Catk. The ineasure of a lover's patience, Sir. 

Sir Otto. Does she not come ? 

Catk. Not tili that point is aolved. 
Now, could you solve it for her, she might come 

Sir Otto. 'Tis an hour. 

Sir Con. A day. 

Sir Otto. A week, 

Sir Con. A month. 

Sir Otto. A year. 

Catk. [to Sir Rupert]. Wiü you not make a guess ä 
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Sir Bup. [giyhinff]. It ia a life ! 

Cat/i. Can't you go fiirlher, sir? 
Try if you caii. Lovers do miracles : 
"Tis Said they do, I never saw them thougii, 
Nor niet witU those that did. 

Sir Otto. Wliere is our niistres.^ ? 

Caih. Here, 
Wiieru'er slie is ; or nowliere, wliere you are. 
Have you a miatress, tliere your mistreas is, 
Were she at oiio cnd of tlic world and you 
At tlio other. 

Sir Rup. Ay, were slie in anotliev world ! 

Catk. Why what's the matter with Sir Kujtert '. Is 
Tlie gentleman gone niad ? I tliink niyself 
A Sterling lover, but I take no oatli, 
Exccpt to fleah and blood. Sir Rupert, what's 
Your thouglit of a misttess ? 

Sir Rvp. A vitality 
Precious, peculiar, not to be supplied ; 
Once with your being join'd, a part of it 
For ever ! 

Caih. Ilumph ! and you believe, Sir Rupert. 
You bavc met with sucli a thing ? 

■Sir Rup. I have. 

Cath. And wliere ? 

Sir Rup. In Catherine. 

Catk. Heaven help the man, lie speaks 
Aa if lie thought himaelf in earaest, sirs. 
Whom Said he now he'd break a lance for ? 

Sir Con. and Sir Otto. Her. 

Cat/i, For Catherine, poor man ! far better break 
A lance for the Conntess ; aa the lists, they say, 
Are open to all uballengers tliat bear 
Tlio tank of knighthood. 

Sir Otto. So they are, and we 
Design to try our fortune, and lament 
Not to find Sir Kupert of our mind. 

Cat/i. That mortifies you, doea it V So, Sir Rupert. 
"Will you make suit again to Catherine, 
Say alle comes back again, released from her 
Enforccd vow ? 
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Sir Rup. Will I malte suit to her ? 
My heart is ever lying at lier feet. 

Caih, 'Tia neighbour tlien, to an «ngainly shoe. 
She has broken her ancle, and the awkward leech 
W"bo Set it for her made a botch of it. 
Her foot's awry ; she limps ; her taper wjüat, 
So straight before when she moved, goes zig-zag now. 
Give your heart joy, sir, of its pleaaant seat. 

Sir Rup. The gait and shape of gentle Catheriae 
Are in her heart, no fraoture warping there. 

Sir Otto. With wbat a aerious face you play the cheat. 

Catherine. Sir, I look serioua at a aerious thing. 

Sir Con. It ia not aa you say ? 

Cath, Believe 'tia not ; 
But take thia with you, I ahould be more grieved 
Than you would, to disparage Catherine. 

Sir Otto. So Catherine dotb halt ? 

Sir Con. My love doth halt. 

Sir Otto. And so doth mine. 

Catk. I have not told him all. 

Sir Otto. What, is there more to come ? 

Cath. Listen — youll bear. 
So.sir, youmakeretaincrsof youreyes, [^ToSir Rup. 
Nor feaat at the same table, but eachew 
Their liomely farc, though men as noble deem 
A well-tum'd leg a dainty, let that paas ; 
But give not me a miatreaa with a fair 
Transparent skin, that you can see beneath 
Tracery coatlier than veins of gold 
Suppoae they lay in bed of alabaster ; 
It never standa the weather. 

Sir Otto. Ia she cbanged 
In ber complexion ? 

Cath. Do not urge me, air, 
To apeak moro than I do apeak, speaking that 
WitI» pain. 

Sir Con. What ! bas she tum'd from ivory to — 

Cath. Anything you please. 

Sir Con. Mahogany ? 

Caih. You eay it for me, I'ni beholden to you ; 
'Tb hard to speak unwckome things of frionds. 
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Sir Otto. And liard to liear them too. Sir Rupert. 

SirEup. Well. 

Sir Otto. Hear ye ? 

Sir Rrtp. I do. 

Sir Otto. And what resolve yoii ? 

SirBup. What 
I did resolve before — ^to break na lance 
Except for Catherine. Her maiden thoughts — 
Test to the daintiest conceit of love — 
And generous affectiona, might unTcil 
Tliemaelves to modesty withont its blusb, 
Are Catherine'!) complexion ! [_HHiref. 

Catk. He 19 mad ! 
Isn t he, sir? Have twenty massea said, 
That you jjreservc your wits ! seeing the thing 
Tiiat turn'd his brain for him, you all affect, 
Think yoH 'twill bring him to his senses, sirs, 
To teil him slie hatk squandered all her wealth ? 

Sir Otto. Better ahe lialted in her gait than tliat ! 

Sir Cor. Or tiist her white stin for an Ethiop's \ 
You do not teil us so ? 

Catk. I'll teil it him. 

Sir Otto. But is it so '> 
She was a prudeut girl 
Before sbe went. 

Cath. Ätan, «r, is but a plant, 
Although he hulds no rank in botany ; 
And as with change of climate plants will cliange, 
Thrive more or lesa, or take no root at all. 
So man discovers stränge diversity 
Traaeferr'd to äun and soil not native to him. 

Sir Otto. But are her riches dwindled ? 

Sir Co». Has ahe shrunk, 
Indeed, from affluence to poverty ? 

Catk. Sirs, you aLall judge from one particular. 
From morn tili night ahe is in masquerade. 
You wouldn't know her, though you look'd upon lier, 
"Walk'd with her, talk'd with her. Can this be doiic 
At light expense ? Moreover, sirs, aho keepa 
Bad Company ; nor that of her owii aes ; 
Tvvo nrrant knnrca especially, that stick 
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Like leechea to her, and will ne'er fall off 
Long as she suffers tliem, while there'a a diop 
To gorge. 

&r Otto. She ia rum''d utterly. 
Sir Con. XTndone, 
Beyond redemption. Look, Sir Rupert. 
SirRup. Well? 

Sir Con. Catherine's for hire ; she must take service! 
All 
Her weafth is gone. 

Sir Rup, \eiserfully^. Isgone? 
Sir dm. It raakes you glad ! 

Sir Rup. Now could I woo her witli tlie best of ye. 
Her niatch in fortune, I could praise her now 
Dreading no charge of venal flattery. 
Fiür sir, take pity on an honest heart 
And loving one, and na you know the haunt 
This gentle fawn hath slunk to, teil it lae 
That I may straight o'ertake and make her mine. 

Sir Otlo. Better you wait to-morrow's toumament, 
Ab we shall. 

Cath. Gentlemen, you do not know 
Your man ! Teil me a linsey-woolsey maid, 
With halting galt, and saäron-colour'd skin. 
And not a doit to make a market with them, 
Could for a moment in comparison 
Stand with the Countess ! who could credit it ? 
The simple truth is this, your friend lacks mettle. 
Sir Rup. Sir ! 

Catk. He can bluster, that is evident. 
See what a ^ant, — he would eat me up 
If he could : but think you, sirs, I heed his club ? 
Give nie a straw, I'U face him. You mistake 
Your friend ! his frame's robust enough, but, 'faith, 
His spiiit 19 a lean one. 
Sir Rup. 'Sdeath, eir ! 
Catk. Ho! 
If you haye swom men into agues, sir, 
Don't try your skill on me, My parrot sweara 
As well as you, and just as much I heed him. 
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Sir Rup. {drawing^. It passetli all ländurance — 
psliaw, a stripling ! 

Cath. A stripling, sir, to malte an oak afcard, 

Sir Rup. [a^ain drawiiy]. Indeed ! 

Cat/i. Ab I do live his svvord is out ! 
But he's a Spaniel, as 1 11 prove to you, 
Who tliinka he bites by sliowing you his teeth. 
Here'sforyoujsir — [(/»■««;«]— but hold, whatdayisthis? 

■Sir Con. Friday. 

CalL 1 never fight on Fridays, sirs. 
My killing days are all the rest of the week, 
E'en Sundays not excepted. Sira, your friend 
Is a coward. [_Coolly puts np her siconl. 

Sir Rup. Furies! 

Calh. Fiends and all sorts of imps I 
Sweaiing won'tsave you, sir. I'U prove niy word^. 
I dare you, at the toumament to-morrow, 
To break a lance with me. Obsetve you, sirs. 
He shakes from head to foot at the thought of it, 
Though now he paas it off with swaggerings. 
He dares aa soon confrout stout Cliarlemagne. 
Were he alive, as me. I'll wager you 
My sword to your dagger, bo takes fliglit to-day. 
And waits not for to-morrow. 

Sir Rup. Will I not ! 
I will liave satisfaotion. I accept 
His challenge. I will bave satiafaction, airs- 

(latfi. You aliatl, and bave it to your heatt's ccintcnt. 
Take linsey-woolaey with a Jialt, and tJie skin 
Of a negro, rather than esaay a tilt 
With Chance to win a Countess ! I could laugh 
To scorn the man that would believe bim. Ob! 
He shall bave satiafaction. I could beat him 
Witli a rush in rest. He ahail bave aatisfaction ! 
Sirs, he will cower at vory sight of me ; 
Fall OQ bis knees, and beg bis life of me 
With clasp'd bands. He shall bave satisfaction ! 

[The;/ ^0 out semrally. 
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8CENE IV.— ^ Boom in ihe Castle. 
Enter Coüntess. 
Count. It is confimiM — the place he holda beaide her 
Her eyery action §peaks. Of all her court 
He is the only one, whose duties to her 
She takes as favoura, not as things of course. 
He comes ! Who stopa him thua untimely ? Oh, 
How cliang'd he is ! — The fiery hardihood 
Of the life ke hath of late made vonsort of, 
Hath given anotber spirit to bis eyea. 
His face ia caat anew, as circumstaiice 
Could alter Nature'a modelling and work, 
Improving on her mould. Is that the man 
Was once my fatber'a aerf, and I did scorn f 
Fell ever at my wayward frown that brow ? 
Or stoop'd that knee, for me, to kisa the ground ? 
Would they do it now ? Fell ever at my feet 
That form, as prostrate as the band of death 
Had Struck it to the floor ? 'Twould take tliat hand 
To lay it now there — and a wave of mine 
Had done it once ! If he confessos bold 
Of any other, never ahall he leam 
Hia hold of me ! but, if he strivea in love, 
I bloss my Stars I liave the Vantage ground. 

[^HuoN enters^ and remains standing at a distance, 
with Ats eyes on the grmin<f\. 
Count&s. Is Huon here, and does not Huon speak ? 

Absent so long, no greeting for a friend — \_Pmises. 
A woman, too ! IPausesy—ao aalutation kind, 
Prelnde of happy newa ahe'd joy to hear, — 
Relation of adventures she would thrill 
To liaten to, — csploits ahe would wonder at 
And the next moment at her wonder blush, 
Kiiowing whoae arm achieved them ! 

Huon. I am glad 
To find you well, 

Countess. Vou are glad to find me well ? 
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135 LOVE. 

I hope you are ! It were not saying much, 
I trust, to say I know you are ! You are glad 
To find me well ! Is tliat your news. 
If 'tis, it ia Strange news. 

Huon. You wiah'd to sce mc, 
And I am here to leam your will. 

Counless. Move news ! 
You are a friend Trortli partiug with, you bring 
Such marvels lionie witli you. Sometime methinks 
Since last we met togetlier, and you are glad 
To find me well ; and, as I wiahed to aee you, 
Yo« are liere to learn iny will ! You were not Iiere 
Had not I acnt for yo«. 

Hvmi. It would liave been 
Presumptuous. 

Counless. Presumptuous ! 

Hvon. Yen, madani, 
In the serf. 

Countess (tcilk sudden 'mdignation~\, No, sir, not in 
tlie favoutite 
Of tlie Empress !^Huon, tliis is not the way 
We ought to meet ! It should not be in anget. 
You are come home, and you are welcome lionie. 
ßequires niy tongue a backer to get credence ? 
Well ! tliere's niv band beside, Do you not take 
Myband; 

Huon. You are a noble lady, madam, 
Whose fatlier was my lord, by teavo of wboin 
I tliought and had a will — did what I did — 
Yea, kept the very blood within my veins. 
Behoves it I should take his daughter's band ? 

Countess. You mock me. 

Huim. Would I did, and 'twere a dream ! 
Biit dreams are not repeated day by day, 
And day by day reminds me of a time 
I was your fathet's aerf. 

Counfess. No more of tiiis. 

Huon. Oll ! would no more ! Tbe wüuiiiied body lieals, 
The pain ia over, all is sound again, 
A Star reminds you of it — nothing more ! 
Not so the heart, you lacerate it once ! 
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LOVE. 137 

Habit may tluU, pursuit engross — divert — 
But never are you ransomed from the throe. 
Live your meridian out it comea agaiii, 
Freah as at first, to make you writlie anew. 

Countess. We do not meet to talk of grievances, 
Huon. I otfer'd you rny liand just now, 
Why do you weep? I did not give it you 
To iis8 it with yoiir teara ! 

Huon. 0, 'tis a band 
Thou hast forbidden mine to meet. 

Countess. No, Huon, 
Not asfriends! — \j-eweeri7iff k^gelf]^T\lseehimciea,Tly 
firet— lAside. 

Sit down and let us talk. I bave fifty tliings 
I want to say to you, yet know not which 
To bogin with. Huon, do you like the Empress ? 

Huon. Like her ? 

Countess. Yes ; like her, — that's the word I said. 
Perhaps it should be " love her" l 

Huon. Love her, madam ! — 

Countess [interrupHn^ html. ^ ^^ y""^ ^^' ' ^^ **'^ ^ 
What were you going 

Huon. contrast marvellous '. beyond 
Beiief of natnre ! 

Countess. Ay ! 'twixt her and nie ! 
Go on ! The contrast ? Best we understand 
Each other ! Well ? The contrast ? 

Huon. 'Twere as one 
Should find the siiu by following the night ! 
Should plunge into her regions, and for obill, 
And gloom, and sterileness, find light, and warmth, 
And verdure, — such as should belong to day ! 
'Twere as death owncd a heart, and life bad none 
But with the shows of animation 
Did lodge witliin its breast a core of stone, 
While the still ribs of death bad pulse within them 1 

Countess. Am Ithat day, that life, comparedto which 
Death, night, are e'en so rieh ? Is she thou serveat 
That death, that night, preferr'd to life and day ? 

Huon. 0, I did love thee to oblivion 
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Of myself ! What Nature gave nie to assert 

The man neglecting, as despised things 

Compared to thee ! Tliat siio intended me 

For deeds of noblenesa I iiiay confess, 

Seeiag that others own I Iiave achieved them. 

Yet I abused lier boiintiea, — and, for what ? 

Scoms — wrongs — througl) love of thee prefetr'd them ! 

And which I bore, until the cause itseif, 

That made me beac them, thou didst make a means 

Of yet unkuown oppression. That I bore ! 

But there did patience cease. Tes ! not, until 

Coerced there, wliero, spared, I were content 

To last the thrall of passion's letliargy, 

Did I rebel ! But when I was Struck down 

Prostrate, as, für the sake of flesh and blood, 

Behoves not slaves to lic, — with marveJ on't 

I waked to aense of what I ougbt to bo ! 

Of what, ^junst my will, 'twas past tlie sport 

Of power to change me from ! a mak ! — and atraight 

A man I staited up 1 a man, resolved 

To use his attributes as fits a man 

To vindicate the ancient, common birth-right, 

And answer tlio deaign of Hirn that framed him! 

Countess. 8o ! you havc legiattr'd your debts to me, 
No item overlook'd thou knowest of. 
What, DOW, if I could name to thee one debt 
Would biot out all tbe rest?— not known to thee, 
A debt tby dreains did never give tliee glimpse of, — 
Thy dreams where thou didst soar, didst cast away 
The clüg, last mom put on, and mount as high 
Ab e'er ambitioa left at large could wing, 
Daring the eagle to como up tu thee ! 

Hmin. Nodebt that thou couldstnameweregaintome. 
I keep no register of aught between us. 
Or, if I do, I never turn to it, 
TJnleas enforeed, as now. Whate'er has pass'd, 
Is pasa'd, and, profitlees to memory, 
Were better be forgotten. 

Countess. -Ay? Indeed ! 
So easily done ? Welt, be it so ! 'Tis past. 
And so should be forgotten. Please you. now 
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Turn to the Empreaa. You have painted me ; 

Proceed to her. Come, let me see wliat liand 

You will raake of her picture, When I askM yoii no" 

If you liked hör, you did eoho me ! — and then 

I ask'd you if you lored her, and again 

You echo'd me ! I want an answer, not 

An eoho. "Well, air ? well ? 

Huon. Madam, I love 
And honour her. 

[SÄö Starts from her seat ; he rises aUi 

Countess. Thou art rewarded, pride ! 
Meet'st thy deserts ! Show thy high breeding now ! 
Tread stately ! throw thy Bpnrning glances round ! 
And talk aa miglity thinga aa though the earth 
Were made for theo alone ! Where 's thy domain ? 
Gone ! And thy palace, what ia it ? a ruin ! 
And what art thou thyaelf ? a beggar now ! 
Huon, you loved me once ! [_Burgti}tff into tear. 

Huon. I loved theo onee ! 
Oh, teil me, when waa it I loved thee not ? 
Was't in my childhood, boyhood, manhood ? Oh ! 
In all of them I loved thee ! And wero I now 
To live the span of my first life, twice told, 
And then to witlier, thou surviving me. 
And yet I lived in thy sweetmemory, 
Then might'at thou say of me, " Ho loved me once ; 
But tliat was all his life ! " 

Countess. 'Twas heart for heart ! 
I loved thee ever ! Yes ! the paasion now 
Thrills on the woman's tongue ; the girl's had toli 

thee, 
Had I been bold as fond ; for even then 
I saw thy worth, but did not aee thy Station, 
Till others, not so well affected towarda thee, 
Keveal'd it to me by their cold regards. 
I conld not help my nature. From that time 
Two passions strove in my divided soul 
For mastery — scom of thy atation, love 
For thee — each feeding on the other's hate, 
And growing stronger ; tili I thought their atrife 
Would shake my fi^imc to d' 
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Oll, Huon ! when my brow sat cloudy oft 
O'er my cold eye, tliat look'd askant at tliee, 
Thou little thonglit what friend there was within 
Would make tliat brow clear as a summer sky, 
That eye brigkt, glowing as a siiminer^s snn, 
To kindle thee— as they, tbeir world, with life. 
And health, and ivealth, and gladness ! 

Huon. Say'st thou tbis 
To me ? or do I dream I hear thee say it ? 
Or 18 tbe past a dream ? I did not yield 
At tliy command, to marry Catherine ? 
Tliou didst not See me wed her ? Fancy forged 
The ring I thouglit I pnt lipon her fioger ? 
Thou wagt not by at all ? From firat to last, 
Hadst not a band in it ? or, if thou hadst, 
Why tlien untimely this unfold to nie ? 
For I do know tbee to be pride of all 
Proud bonour's cliildren ! Art tbou ofFspring prime 
Of cruelty as well ? O, Heaven, to tbink 
She loved me, and could give me to another, 
Nor yet to her alone ! — another ! — 

Countess. Ha! Well? 

Htton. — One who nc'er set oyes on me uiitil 
An outcast, by her Ueed of hate who loved me \ 
To one, a stranger, saw me seeking fortune. 
And gave the band to me could help me to her ! 
Lavish'd her favours on me ! — lit me up 
With lionours, tili beside the bright themselvcs 
1 lost no brightncss ! 

Countess, To the Empress ^ 

Huon. Yes! 
Thou lovest nie? — O, fate ! There was a time, 
Twere more than bliss, if more could be, to know it : 
But now 'tis misery! 

Countess. 'Tis misery ! 

^Countess starts up again, IIvon uho r'isin^ 
Art thou in such a strait indeed as that, 
To give my love for tbee so harsh a name ? 
What sliall I call it then 1 Coin me a name 
Will stand for something w^orse than misery — 
Will paint tb<; case of a high, noble mald. 
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Who atoop'd to love ii gerf ; nay, atopp'd not there, 
But told her passioa to him — Miaery ! 

Hmn. I am do more a aerf. 

Countess. Thou art ennobled ; 
Yet art tliou still the aame ; thou hast won honours, 
Rewards of deeds, in spite of thy base blood 
Aehieved by thee ! 

Huon. Nay, madam, spare my blood, 
And pardon me, its owner, if I say 
It is not base. 

Countess. It is ! wbat should it be 
But base ? Ä aerf did give it thee, a serf 
Gave him hia blood ! Trace back tlie eurrent, sir, 
Far as you can, and you will find it base, 
Nothiag but base. 

Hwm. Madam, men's natures are 
Their blood ; they have no other — ^high or low. 
If base the eurrent hitherto of mine, 
It ceased with me. Born in thy fatber's liouse 
A serf, I left it one, to seek my fortnne, 
Make it or mar it, for promotion having 
No other patron than my own light arm. 
And my own heart and head to guide and nerve it ; 
And with their he!p, I see that house again. 
An independent, aelf-exalted man, 
While many a son, who left a noble home 
With blood vmtainted for a thousand years, 
Retums to it no better tlian he left it. 
Ja my blood base ? 

Counteaa. No, Huon ! mine was base 
To let me call it so. Alas ! alaa ! 
And hast no better welcome for my love 
Than that sad word thou spok'st ? 

Huon. What w d fit 
What is it to a n n ndmndt die, 
To teil him of a t asu I ft t h m ? 
Shall lie he glad and tl a k 1 lucky stars, 
Or shali not that th b unty ggravate 
The ruin, makes t an 

Countess. Condemn d to die ? 

:t thou a man condemn "d to die ? 
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Huo}L Wl.y didst thüu drivc mf from tliee by tliat 

Countess. That act was nothing ; 'tv^as tliy fliglit, 
And that which follow'd it. Tliou art entangled — 
And thank tby flight. Oh ! Huon, were tliy love 
In daring enterpriao the titlie of niine, 
'Twould attempt sometliing to enlarge tliee from 
The cause thou art prisoner to ! 

Huon. It cannot ceaae, 
Except with liff. 

Countess. The Enipress loves ihee, Huon ! 

Countess. But sliii Joes. 
Thou art her favourite. She 
Hatli ehained thee to lier throne. 

Huon. No. 

Countess. But slie hna ! 
Tlio« liast made merchandise, 
Most shameful, merchandise, of thy aUegiance ! 
Broken oatlis as tiny shells wliich at a toucli 
Do fall to powder! 

Huon. Broken oatiis ! 

Countess, Yes, oaths ! 
Thy life was all one oath of love to mn ! 
Swom to nie daily, Iiourly, by tliine eyes, 
Whicli, whcn they saw rae, lighten'd up as though 
An angel's preaenoe did enhance their aenae, 
That I have aeen their very colour change, 
Subliming into lines past eartliliness. 
Talk of tho adjuration of the tongiie — 
Compare love'a name, a aound wliich any lip 
Maypipe! abteatb! \vith lioly love itself ! 
Thou 'rt not forsworo, beoause thou took^st no oath ? 
What were thy accenta tlien ? thy accenta, Huon ? 
! they did turn thy lightest words to oaths, 
Vouching the bürden of a love-fraught Soul ! 
Telling a tale wliich niy young nature caught 
TVith interest so deep, was conn'd by heart 
Before I knew the fatal argument ! 
Huon, I Charge thee quit the Service of the Empress ! 

Huon. 'Twero against all honour. 
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Countess. No ! 
Give up her Service ! 

Huon. 'Twere ingratitude. 

Countess. Ingratitude, for what! 

Huon. She has advanced me 
Paat mj- deserts. 

Countess. No, I deny it ! No ! 
Not equal to them ! No '. Thy golden deeds 
She has repaid with tinsel ! 

Ulrick [mteringl, Please you, sir, 
The Empress eummous you. 

Countess. You are not going ? 

Huon. My presenoe is conimanded. 

Countess. Are you going? 

Ulrick. My lord ! 

Huon. r come. 

Countess. You aro going, then t 

Huon. I must go. 

Countess. You must ? Then go ! Go, and farewell 
fot ever ! [ They go out. 



SCENE l.—Th4 Hall ofths Castle. 

The BiuPRESS, Courtiers, Knights, HerEdds, &c. prepared 
to proceed to the Tournamerd. 

Enter Ulbick. 
F.m.p. [to ÜLKicE^. Why waitwofor the Countess? 
What delaya her ? 
This day is dedicate to her ; for her 
We are oonvened ; and coniBS slie last of all ? 

Ulrick. Madam, she cravcs your favour for thia 
pause. 
Believc 'tis not remissnesa, but mischance, 
Eetards her. Douhtlesa, she will come, anon, 

Emp. Anon, my lord ! Anon is not our time 
For friends to gteet us, when they summon us. 
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Enter three Attendants, tkefirat bearing a voronci on u 
casAia», the eecond ii pik nj parchmenie, the third 
ßdlowed h) Vaasals, «irrying moneg-eqffirs ; laH of 
all, the CouNTBSB, plainly allired, foUowed by hei- 
Wonieii, in eostly dresses. She stops before the 
Em PRESS. 
Emp. Why, lady ! what ia tliis ? 
Countess. Äly liege, receive 
This emblem of tliat pomp wliich I resign. 
BecauGe \i9 adjanct to conditions, such 
As render it a bürden to me, past 
The faculty of siifierauce to bear. 
Emp. Lady ! 

CouHlms. So please you, madam, givc me leave. 
Ab Joint executor with this worthy lord, 
Into yonr hands I also yield all right 
And title to this fair chateau, beside^ 
The lands and forests, its appendages, 
As weil as vassals, natives öf the soil. 
Emp. But, lady — 
Countess. Madam, suffer me concliide. 
These are the coffers which my fatlier left. 
And as he left them render'd to your highneas ; 
And with them all resign'd, save sueb endowment 
As shall entitlc me to that retreat 
Holy and ealm, wherein I mean to pass, 
I'll say, the remiiant of my days, i' th' liope, 
Thougli few are ]>ast, still fewer are to tome. 
Which Option, as you know, my father's will 
Has left to mo. 

Emp. Then will you not ahidü 
The cast of fate in the toumament ? nor take 
The husband she may send — nor yet select 
Yourself ? 

Countess. I cannot, madam. 
Emp. How? 
Countess. I am 
Forestall'd. 

Emp. by whoni ? 
Countess. By you ! 
Em]/. Let every one 



db,Google 



Bepait to tlie toimiatnent. Let it proceed, 
As we ouraelf were thete. Aod you, my lovd, 

ITo Ulrick. 
Freside for us. It is our will tlie lists 
Be open'tä straiglit. The Countess staya with me. 

^Allgo otU, exeept the Empress and Countess. 
"We are alone ! Now, how am I a let 
To such espoasala as your choice would raake ? 

CounteM. l>o yoa not know ? 

Emp, Girl, be direct with me, 
Nor in the headlong passion of yoar soul, 
That seems to joy in atrife and wrack, forget 
'Tia your liege lady that vouchsafes you audience. 

Countesg. That I forget, and eyerything beaide, 
Exeept one thing, in still revolving which 
The earth hatli alirunk in estimation 
Into a grain — the sun into a spark ! 
Nought hath kept snbstance but my desolation, 
Which seems to me to fiU up apace itself 
Till nothiag elae hath room. 

Emp. Thy deaolation ? Who made it for thee ? 

Countess. Thou ! 

Emp. In what regard ? 

Counteis. In thy attractire favour shown to Huon ! 

Emp. I made thy desolation '( Thou tbyself 
Didat make it with thy pride, the greater, but 
Worae portion of thee ! 

Counteas. By my pride ? 

Emp. Thy pride, 
"Which, evil counaellor to thy love, advised it 
To blush with ahame at bomage from the wbich 
It could not yct refrain, becauae 'twas due^ 
Tribute to such dcsert, as far bebind 
Left alt desert beside, and might have worn 
The snbject's heart — whose mistress's it won ! — 
Thy atory — evorything are known to me. 

Countma. Then thou confessest it ! 

Emp. What? 

Comtess. What? 

Emp. Beware ! 
I brook not such a tone froni thee. 
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146 LOVE. 

Countess. Tlie iieart 
Will speak, despite the cliecka of sliows and forras, 
Sliadows compared to ita realities ! 
Is it not ao witli thee? — e'er hast thoii feit 
A pang ? — and if thou liast, where, then, tliy palace '< 
Tliy retinue ? — thy guards ? — thy empire ?^Gone 
Witli all tlieir proud appurtenancea, and 
Nfi habitation left thee hut thy breast, 
The only house of happiness or woe ! 
Ifow sliall it be with me, then, with a heart 
Maddon d with torture ! Sball I cast about 
To turnish looks, and words, and tonea for things, 
I liave no interest in, and thuii, tliat hast. 
In eqaal case wouldst give to disregard ? 

Emp. Seinerober thou'tt a subject ! 

Coiinteas. So I will 
IVliile thou'rt the empress; but when thou becomest 
A woman — a niere woman like myself — 
Stepp'st from the eminence that üfts thee 'bovc nw— 
Level'st theo to me in oue common uature— 
I deal with tliee as woman deals with woman ! 
I o\vn thy power ! I mnat, and do ! Thy breath 
Can doom me exÜe, bondage, what it will ! 
Thero I submit ! Thou art tho empress there. 
But when thoa thwart'at me in the intoreata 
Which are tlic right not more of onc than all — 
Trenchest upon my private peacc — niy love^ 
Thou doat me wrong for which I challenge tlice 
As equal may an equal, 

Emp. Comi! ! Thy challenge ? 
Wliat dost allege against me 1 

Countesa. Thou doat love iiim ! 

Emp. Av, by lay troth, as much as tliou didst seorn 
liim" ! 

Countesg. He did acouse me to thee ? 

Emp. Wayward woman. 
He never spuke of tliee, exeept with love. 

Couniew. How couldat thou lore him thcn ? How 
could thy greatncss 
Forget itself tu try and steal a heart, 
Thou knew'Mt to bu anothi.T's ? 
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LOVE. 147 

Emp. Steal ! 

Cottnless. Ay, steal ! 
Must we coin terms for thoae that are above us, 
To make offences gracious to their ears, 
When they commit them — which, by us enacted, 
Would blast witli damning names ! 

Emp. Thou hast a spirit ! 

Countess. Thou knew'at he loved nie, and didst oOTet 

Covet a heart at second-hand — an Empress ! 

Hear uie that am a subject, aud thy subject— 

Ilis beart was mine, tili tliou didst rob me of it ; 

Nut of it all, but of a part — thougb if 

A part be gone, go all ! Well, aa I said, 

His heart was mine at first. 'Tis gone — my peaee, 

Hopes, everytbing, along witb it ? "What then ? 

Would I have it back ? — No ! — I would sooner die ! 

Its worth was its fidelity — that lost, 

All 's lost. Thou coveted'st a faithicsa heart ! 

£»1^. Didst thou deserve that heart ? 

Countess, Iweeping}. I did ! — I loved bim 
Better than thou couldst do ! 

Emp. I'faith, thou 'rt brave ! 
Thy love of hiiu was persecution. 

Countess, Ijcee^in^y ^^' 
I loved him ! 

Emp. Loved him ! It was tyranny, 
Enforccd witbout the niercy of a pause. 

Countess \_weepinff still, and inore bitterl^~\. The 
more I loved bim ! 

Emp. Loved him! — and constrained hita 
To nuptials he abhorr'd. 

Countess. I did — and then \_^In an agony oftmrs. 
I loved Iiim most ! 

Emp. How had it fared with him, 
Hadat thou been I ? 

Countess. Far differently. 

Emp. Ilow? 

Countess. I then had been above rebuke or blame ! 
I wonld have given bis nierits their fair field, 
Encouraged them to challenge their deserts, 
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licwarded theni tili tliey haU lifted him 

S'i near eqiiality to me, tlie seat 

I fill'd, lie miglit Iiave sliared along with me, 

F.mji. Tliat tiold he found himself, without my ai 
I saw him tliere, and cliallenged simple greatneas. 
In Bpite of ita diaguise ; desired it doff 
Its bwly snit, and sliow the thing it wasj 
Nor Btopp'd tili, Step by step, I saw it cHmb 
Tu where it Stands ; nor mean I to stop tliere. 

Cmntcss. How? 

Efnp. I design liim für the liiglicst fivofe 
l can beatow, 

Cmntess. The liighest ! 

Emp. Yes, beyond 
His hopes, until to-day — until to-iiay, 
Never divulged to him. 

Conntegs. Ho knows it, theo ? 

Emp. He does ; and, tili my promice is fulfill'd, 
"With fears that shake bim spite of certainty 
Of his immeasiirable UappineSB — 
For such he tbinks it— weara a doubtfiil life. 

Cmintess. Thy band ! 

Emp. Tlie band of her, more proud to he 
TliR enipress of his heart tban of my realm. 

Coantess. He sliall not take it ! 

Emp. Not ? 

Counti-ss. Thy power is hu ge, 
But tliere are bnunds to it ! 

Emp. Wliat hounda ? 

Countess. Right! — Law !— 
Imperial foot stops tbete. It dares not cross, 
And if it dares, it shall not. 

Jimp. Faitb, thou 'rt brave ! 

Conntös». He shall not niarry ! 

Emp. No ? 

Couniess. No ! 

Emp. Gods, a rock ! 
She echoes me ! 

Countess. He shall not marry ! 

En>p. "Wliat ! 
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Countess. Wast thou the empreas of the world, 
I'd say to thee again — he shall tiot marry ! 

Emp. Thou know'st a let ? 

Countesg. I do ! 

Emp. The truth lie pledged 
To Catherine— you see I am adviaed 
Of all ! The mairiage is annull'd. 

Countesi. It is ! 

Emp. It ia ! 

Countess. How? 

Emp. By the church ! 

Countess. The church? And yet 
He shalt not marry ! 

Emp. What ! Not marry thee ? 

Cmmtess ^chartgin^, and faliing on her kneei-']. 
Madam ! 

Emp. The hand tliat I design for him — 
Crown, of my favoiir, his deaerts — is thine, 
Not mine, my girl — the guerdon fair for whicU 
He would not take my euipire m exchange — 
Äy, with my hand, to boot I 

Countess. My liege, my empress ! 

Emp. My fiery queen, and have I tamed you now ? 
Tamed you ao aoon ! I half repent me on't. 
Mine 'a the true apirit narneaake ! It admires 
To see itaelf in othera. ^Faith, my glasa 
Nevcr reflected me more honestjy 
Than thou didst even now. Listen to me. 
I am thy Kuon'a friend and nothing more. 
Eise. Now we'll talk aa aiater does witli siater, 
Hither thy Huon beara mo Company — 
Unwarn'd to what intent until to-day ; 
Until to-day, in darknesa tliat the bar 
The church, with thy fair aid, 'twixt him and thee 
Did Set— the church, at my persisting suit, 
Hath quite annuU'd ; and now he 'a in the lists 
Striving to win thee ! He that never yet, 
In strait of life or death, much lesa a tilt, 
Suffer'd defeat. [_Trumpets1^. — That fiouriah is the 

Smile at it, girl ! It makes thee Huon's wife ! 
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Huon — no raore the serf — tut nobleman^ 
Nor nobleman alone ! Thia hour a pritict!.. 
For thy fair sake ! 

Countess [ßejeetedli/ to /teisi'l/J- Would he wcre still 

the serf. 
Einp. Dejected giri ! 
('ountess. Madam. 
Emp. They come ! come hitlier ! 
Here take thy aeat in the centrc. Here thou art cliief. 
We are but second ! Smile — thy Huon comes ! 

[_Muait: Ui.RioK and thn rest re-enter fi-om flu 
Toumawent. The Eupress anxiouily siirrei/t 
tliem. Tlie Countess abeent and dejected. 
Where ia he ? 

Cowniess. Mädam ^ 

Emp. Whicli is Huon ? \^Aside to Cor-iTEKt;. 

C<mnUss. Which ? 

Emp, [agide to Countess]. JMetliinks lio is rut here : 
canst make him out. 
Girl, teil nie is tliy lover hero or not ? 
He seems not here. and yet he must be here. 

Herald. Madam, the lists are closed. Tlie Tictor 

The prize which he has won. S!ia!l he recoive it ''. 

Emp. \jtside fo CovyjESs]- Shalllsayyes? Imust 
say yes. Thou smilest. 
I will say yea ! — He sliall receiTO tlio prize. \_.-lkiU((. 
Who is that that bows ? 

Herald. The victor, madam. 

Emp. [to Countess], Ha ! Do you know him : 

Cormtesa. Not in bis armour; yet 
Methiaks I ougbt to know bim were it he. 

Emp. Sir Kniglit, so pleaae you, raise youv visor. Tis 
The prince of Milan ! Girl — what meana thine eye 
To blaze with joy ? It looka on thy despair ! 
The prince of Milan 'tis has won the day. 
Hear'at thou me ? Know'st tliou whst I say ''. 

CounUse. I do ! 
Botli hear and compreliend tliee. 

Emp. Ay, and amüe. 

^y.niitriii. Aii'l sinilf. 
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Etnp. Art thou thyself ? Am I myself? 
I thiiik myaelf the same ! Wliere is Huon ? 

Ulrki:. Grone 
To take lüs ai-mour ofF. 

Emp. How fared it with Iiim ? 

Ulrich. He entered firat tlie iiats, and one by one 
O'erthrew all comera, tili tlie prince of Milan 
Unhorsed him, 

Cnuntess. Is he hurt ? 

Ulrick. No, madam. 

Countesa ^»U^ting w/>]. Thanks ! 
My Lord, bring Huon hitlier ! Hitlicr ! Hie ! 
Now all is as it ahould be. 

Emp. Should be, girl? 
Say rather should not be. Thy lover 's foü'd. 
"WTiere is the ashy cheek that meeta disaster, 
The brow that 's like the wrack ? the guaty breath ? 
The quivering bloodless lip and quaking frame ? 
These should he and they are not .' "Where are they ? 
Or rather wherefore aee I in their atead 
Thinga 'twould become to wMt on holidays 
Rather Üian days of penance? Look not tlnis, 
Else thou wilt make me bäte thee ! 

Countess. Madam, madam, 
I teil thee, and believe me, all is well. 

Emp. ^jndignanüi/^. Tben let the prince of Milan 
take bis prize. 

Fred. I claim it on my knee ! 
{At the moment the Prince kneels., Huon led fcj/ ülhick 
enters, and the Countess rushes towardx him.) 

Countess. How is it, Huon ? 
Tliou look'at as hnrt. 

Huon. Sped in the spirit, lady. 
Forgetful of my charger, all unmindfui 
He lack'd my argument to hearten him, 
Bent on the moat surpasaing prize alone, 
I did not tbink to change bim and he fail'd me. 

Countess. Fortune, farewell ! and pride go with tliee ' 
Go! 
Welcome adversity ! Shake banda with me 
Tbon testet of tnie hearts ! whose homely fare 
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.\o flatterer aits down to- — hollow friend, 

Foe, masking thouglits of scorn with smiling face — 

But truth and honesty ! affection staunch ! 

That grasps tlie hand before it scans the sleeve. 

And greets the Iowly portal whli a grace 

Morc winning far than his, who tltanks the gate 

Tliat spreads with pride, to let a monarch in. 

Emp. Girl, I am loth tu speak in terms of blame, 
But thou haat much offended courtesy : 
Not only elighting me, tliy sov'reign lady, 
Hut him to whom thy fate awards thee bride ! 

Countess. A wife must be a widow cre a bride. 

Emp. A wife ? no wife art thou ! 

CoutUess. I am a wife ! 
Before tbis goodly presenoe I proclaim it. 
A wife hy atealth, but still a wedded wife ! 
Wedded for love, as fervcnt, durablc, 
As i'ver led a woman to tlie altar ! 

Emp. Wliere is tby husband? where is thy husband^ 

Countess- Where my romorse, cootrition, depreeation, 
Homage, and loye, now throw me ! I am kneeling 
At bis feet ! \_Kmels tu Huun. 

//«Mi. Thy husband, I ; 

Countess. Jly busband, thou ' 

Huon. Was I not wed to Catherine ^ 

Countess. My uame is Catherine, as thou shoutdst 
know, 
Hut, as thou knewest not, tili now ; the Ups 
Pronounced tiiat name in wedding thee — tlie hand 
Then given to thee — the trotli then pliglited thee— ■ 
Wen' mine as truly as the breath that now 
Avows I am thy wife !— in debt to fate 
For haffling thee, for now she owns theo lord 
In thy adveraity ! 

Htfin. Thou kneel'at to me ! 
I marvel of thy words ! — I overlook'd thee, 
Madam ! — My wife, rise ! — pray you, riae !— my owii. 
My dear liege lady eTer ! I am feeble 
In worda ; but, oh ! the strife is strong within, 
Of wonder, gratitude, humility, 
Pride, honour, }Q\-e, outdoing one another ! 
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EiUer Catherine, disguised. 
Catk. Fair Empresa, justice ! 
Emp. Who aska for justice? 
Cath. One that is most wrong'd 
Id hia lionour ; clieated by a cravon knight, 
"Who promised him to give him meeting here ; 
But hath brokenhis Word — no doubt, through cowardice. 
Emp. What is bis name ! 
Catk. Sir Rupert. 

Sir Rup. [atepping form<wd'\. Ilespeaks false ! 
I am here to my appointment. 

Catk. Are you so ? 
Are you Dot mfum'd in the arm ? 
Sir Rup. No ! 

Calk. Nor in the leg, that you can't sit your horse ? 
Sir Rup. No ! 

Catk. Tliat is still more wonderftil ! Nor yet 
In your spirit ? 
Sir Rup. No ! 
Caih. Most wonderfol of all ! 
You do not mean to say you have the heart 
To fight with me? 

Sir Rup, That you shall see anon. 

Catk. Anon, sir ? now ! but where are your good 

ftiends ? 
Sir Rup. Here ! 

[Sir Otto arid Sir Coüti.a.'o come forieard. 
Cat/i. Gentlemen, I am aorry for the fall 
You got in tilting for the Oountess ; but 
'Tis nothing to the one which lie shall rue, 
As you shall aee. Down on your knees and beg 
Your life. 

Sir Rup. And beg my life ! 
Catk. Now what 's the use 
Of pondering, on that which must be done. 
Do not you know, sir, — have you bome cufls 
A thousand tiines, as well I know you have, 
Aad know you not a bold face never yet 
Made a bold lieart ? Down on your kneea at onee ! 
Valour won't come for stamping, sir! entreat 
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Yont friends to liold you, tliat^s a better way 
To paas for a brace man. 

Sir Rup. ri! smite tlice. 

Cath. Do! 
If yoii dare! \_TAroiDi7i^ off doak. 

Ha ! Have I brought theo to thy knee at last, sir ? 
Said I Dot I would bring thee to thy knees ? 
Beware I say not I will keep you there. 

Sil- Rup. What! Catlierine? 

Countess. Yes, Catlierine, Sir Rupert, 

Sir Rup. Obappinesa! 

Counless. Which tboii hast well deaerved. 

Sir Rup. Thou still wast gracious to me. 

Counless. For thy tnith, 
Attested by tliy jealous poverty. 
I 3aw thy iioüest love for Catherine, 
In aecret cUerisIi'd, as thou thoughVst — as one 
Gouceals a coatly treasure Iie has found, 
And rightfufly may keep, but being poor, 
Doth fear to own, through the world's charity. 
Thy Catherine, before thou fear'dst to claim, 
la render'd back to thee, confeaa'd thine own. 
And with her, tender'd tlianks, for aacrißce 
In self-denying love and trust to me. 

Catk. O more tlian paid in profiting her friend. 

Countess. Yet to bo paid ! Huon, canst thou forgive 
The soomful maid, for the devoted wife 
Had cleaved to thee, though ne'er ahe own'd thee lord ? 

Huon, I nothing aee, escept thy wondrous love. 

Countess. Madam, our happinesa doth lift to thee 
Ita eyes in penitence and gratitode ! 
Tlio«, chief in Station, first to give desert 
Despite ita lowliueaa, its lofty due ! 
0, thou hast taught a lessou tu all greatness 
Wltetlier of rank or wealth, tbat 'tis the roof 
Stately and broad was never meant to house 
Equality atone — whose porch ia ne'er 
So proud, aa when it welcomes in desert, 
That comes in ita own fair simplicity. 
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CAPTAIN CHARLES H. TOWNLEY, R.N. 

4, GSEAT GBORGE'S SaCARE, LIVERPOOL. 

Mr DEiiB Friend, 

I have the greateat pride and pleasure in now redeemiiig 
au üld proraise — that of dedicating i Play of raiiie lo you. 

Whether as a gallairt naval officer, an acoumpliahed 
seaniati, ur an amiable private Citizen, I do not know the iiian 
wlio ought ta auperstde yoa 1d receiving this humble heart-triliute 
frum four aifectiunate aad grateful servaat, 

JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 

■29, Alf'ed Place. Bedjord Square, 
September, 1140. 
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ADVERTISEMKXT. 



l^ tJie sivEEt eolitudes of Loch Aid, while domeeticated uudci' 
tlie roof of Uly friond Mr. Robert Dick, Ulis fragedy, litp luj 
last drama, " Love," was rapidly composed. My kind host, 
upoQ this aceasion. as well as upou the formev one, conliolled 
iny pasBion for the angle a8 mueh as he oould, proportioning iny 
induigience in my favourite amuBement to luy industry and 
pn^iress, which he daily watched with tyraniüeal scrntinj. II 
was iieeded. To hlm and to his amiable family i owe some ■•{ 
the happiest and must profitable weebs I ererspent. 

The manoer üi which Ulis play has been got vip retiecls tho 
htghest credit on Mr. and Mis. Mathewa. Nu expense has 
been shruQk from. The seeuery, dreeses, everything, havf 
beeil supplied with laviah liberality. Zealously »od ably ha»i- 
Mr. Bartley and Mr. Cooper euperintended the raliearsois uf tlii- 
iilay. 

The Mesai's. Grieve have laboured hard, aiid uot in vaiii, to 
divide with the author the credit of suecess— atid 1 thaiik Ihem 
most cordially. 

I am Bure tlie performera will carry the tragedy througli 
triumphantly, as far bb BncceHs depends on Uieic tafents aiiil 
c^Lertians. To one of theni I feet bound to allode in particnlar, 
inaamnch as he ia comparatively a stranger on the London 
lioards — I mean Mr. Moore. To thia gantlemau I have entrasted 
the hero of my plaj- ; my confidence in his abilities is perfeec. 
and will, I am aalisfied, be thoronghiy bome mil liy the resnlt. 
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CHARACTERS. 



SICILIANS. 

Proäda Mr. Moohe. 

Fernando Mr. Andbrson. 

GaiscaTda Mr, Coopek. 

MaTlint Mr. W. H. Piy 

Andern Mh. Hemming, 

Car!o Mr. Bmr.E, 

Slephaao Mr. C. J. Smit 

TAomaio Mr. Coliett. 



FRENCH. 
Gonernor Mr. Didi 



Ollis Mr. FiT! 

'mbrose Mr. Blü 



Le Clerc 



Eugene 

Isnline . 
MaTguerile 



Mr. Honneh 
Mr. Connelj 
Mh. S. Smiti 
Mr, Thompsi 

MlS9 E. Trei 
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JOHN OF PROCIDA; 



THE BBIDALS OF 



SCENE I. — A Pass iit She Mountains near Mms- 

Enter Guisüahdo and Stepuano. 

Guis. Hia words were fire — both light and 1 
Atonce 
Witli zeal tliey wanii'd «s, and convinced with rei 
I had read and heard of eloquence before, 
How 'tis despotic ; takes the lieart by 8^onli, 
Whate'er the ramparts, prejudice, or nse 
Environ it witha! ; how, 'fore ita march, 
Stony reaolvea have given way like flax ; 
llow it can raise, or lay, the mighty aurgo 
Of populär commotion, aa the wind, 
The wave that frets the sea ; — but, tili to-day, 
I never proved its power. WUen iie began, 
Ä thonaand hearers prick'd their ears to list, 
With each a different heart ; when he left off, 
Each man could teil liia neighboiir's, by hia own. 

Steph. la 't John of Procida ? 

Guis. So rumour saya. 
Who eise ? The constant'at friend of Sicily ; 
The friend that loves, yet sufFera for hia love. 
Heard'at ever lips before, with power like liia ? 
A holy man, and brigand, near me stood, 
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JOHN OP FROCIDA. 

^ J Ijy tlie press togethev ; churlislily 
They first endured their compeil'd neiglibourhood. 
And shraiik from contact, tliey would fain eacape ; 
The one with terror ; and witU acorn the otlier, 
Who blaz'd with life and passion, like a torcU 
Beside a taper ;— such the man of prayer 
Appear'd, in contrast witli the freebooter, 
Bnt, lo 1 the change ! soon as the orator 
Tliat universal ckord, with master sltill, 
Essay 'd — the love of country — like two Springs, 
Eavines apart, whose watera blend at last 
In somc sweet Valley; leaning chcek to cheek, 
Attractcd by resistleas sympathy, 
Their tears together ran, one goodly river ! 
Hark ! the dispersing crowd, taking their leave 
From the last hiil-tops. Let us join fhem. ^Tkeif cheer. 

St^h. Hither 
Come Andrea ajid John of Procida. 
Let^s on, my friend, nor interrupt tlieir converse, 
For it seema deep, and earnest. 

GuU. Have with you. 
I would Fernando had !>een höre, that friend 
I scarce can boast, yet oan't refrain to love, 
If there bo latent virtue in liie blood, 
O' tlie kind endeara tlie land tliat gives u3 birth, 
Such iieart enforcement sure had call'd it forth! 

\^T/te;/ ffo oui. 

Knier rnooii)A, disguUed as a Cordelier, and Anubha. 

And. Von move my wonder past tlie speaking oii't. 
I never dream'd in such extremity. 
Such hope could be so near ! 

Pro. 'Tis in the crisis 
The fever doea or dies. Our friends abroad 
Aro warm and not a few ; the fleet you sw 
In the offing, and supposed the Pope'a, is ourn ; 
At tiume, Sicilians are aa one aingle man, 
Tlieir tlioughts, tlieir feelings, tlieir resolves, the same. 
In tili» diagnise, each quarter of tlie iale 
Where man liath Uabitation, bouae, or cave, 
I have visitcii ; and tunod tiie minds of all 
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To the aame temper and the seifsame aim, 
Vengeance and Liberty ! Before a week 
The hordea of France shall dwindle to the man 
Whose execution ends them. 

Änd. Betribntion 
Indeed ! 

Pro. Ye3 ; sweeping and definitive. 
Thou seem'st to lower at it. Hast any part 
In Prance ! Dost owe her kindhness or ruth ? 
The tyranny that Sicily weeps daily 
With blood ? — her children's scourge, as testify 
Marder and rapine, that unblnshingly 
Enact thcir parts in open day, and Inst 
With quite as little aliame ? I know that men 
Will tum to tigers in a stormed town 
That 'a yielded them to sack ; but Syracnse, 
Palermo, and Messina, stood no siege, 
And yet they aack'd them, and the game goes on. 
And in cold blood. What weighs upon thy heart ? 
Or what can weigh wben thy dear native land 
Is nigh to throw her gricvous bürden off ? 

And. 'Twas not with heed for France my viaage feil, 
But thee. 

Pro. But me ! Por what ? 

Änfi. Thoae wlio devote themaelves 
To virtuons canaes, wbere bad men prevail 
And breed contamlnation, have at timea 
A bard and most ungracious part to play, 
When those they love behoves they mark to auffer. 

Pro. Whoni do I mark to sufiFer, yet do love ? 
I have no kindred, have I ? If I have, 
It mnat be only in that far degree 
Wbere distance genders strangeness. 

Änd. Hadat thou not 
Ason? 

Proc. Thou know'st I had ! Thou know'st he's 

Tlie Infant perisb'd in the sacfeing of 
My caatlo ! — So it was affirmed by one 
Whci brought the horrid tale — Is he alive ? 

And. Be patient! You reraember, do you not, 
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Wlien he wag four years old, or thereahouts — 
You told me his age, for he was tlien a boy 
Might pass for six, and I did take liim for it, 
Ile was so fiiie a cliüd — you recullüct 
At e"en that tender age a liard cxcvesoence, 
And sumctliing like a wart, hat largcr, wLicIi 
Like tlireatening miscliief liad begun to grow, 
At thy teqiiest I from his fore-ami cut. 
'Twas rooted deep ; as deep »f courae tlie wounJ, 
And, anawering to the kuife, of cruciai form ! 
Pro. I recolleüt it ! la tlie boy alive ? 
-■ind. Listen ! 'Twas liere I tut it from hia anii 
^TIs true another might havc such a cause 
For surgery in eveftsuch a place, 
And such a scar the remedy luight leavu ; 
Though to my own hand I could safely awear. 
Pro. Hast Seen the mark on auy one ? 
Anii, 1 pray yon 
Hear what I have to teil, then draw yourself 
Tho infereuce. 

Pro. Heaven ! I have a son, 
And he 's iu jeopardy, and I the cause ! 

.4nd. Kemember you one Angelo Martini ? 
Pro. Jlaster-of-arnis ? 
And. The same ; I weut to see 
The practice at liis echool. One — a young man 
Of most commanding person, and of 'haviour 
To win all hearts — took up the foil to play, 
And baring hia right arm for freer use. — 

Pro. You saw the mark ! You saw the scar ! 
And. i did. 
The very cicatrix my knife had leit. 

Pro. I have not heard news of late — and such as tl 
Comes somewhat suddealy. Is lie a man 
Of honour ? 

And. I would tliink hira h». 
Pro. Would think? 
Nay, then, I see what hc is ! 

And. Indced, my friend, 
1 caonot say he is, nor yet, is not. 

Pro. Yon say he Stands in danger, and from me. 
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'Tis clear as day — I comprehend it all ! 

He takes the part of Fraoce I Hia heart 13 French ! 

What Sicily gave him he gi^es to France, 

Tbe curse of Sicily ! And if a aword 

Lights on bis liead for tliat, who'll blame the amiter ? 

Not bis own father? — Where abideth he ? 

And. Id Megaina, with the govemor. 

Pro. Perdition ! 
Scarce is the worst tolJ, ere worse follows it ! 
The governor ! 

And. Nay, John of Procida, 
Com man d thyself ! 

Pro. Cüuld^st tiio«, if thoii wast I ? 
Didut queation bim about that acar? Perhapa 
'Tis not my son ! Heaven ! in what a Btrait 
A father may be put. I wish'd bim dead 
Juat now. I ovm I did. Didst speak to him 
About that mark l 

And. No — thero were standera by. 

Pro. You foliow'd him out ? 

And. No. 

Pro. No! 

And. Ono heckon'd me 
Apart, and held mine ear ; and when I turnM 
To look for bim, I miss'd him. He had gone 1 

Pro. You have seen him since, and spoken with bim ! 

And. No: 
I have cravod an audience, but was out of time. 

Pro. Indeed ! A mighty man ! You showld have 
thruat 
All let aside, and walk'd into bis Chamber, 
And told him who you were — and what he was ! 

Afid. You do forget I was a stranger to him. 

Pro. Yon did forget you were bis fatliet's friend, 
And by that title had a right to sec him 
At any place, at any hour o' tbe day. 
Wliom doea he pass for ? 

And. Not thy aon. 

Pro. That'a right ! 
I am very glad of that l 

And. AU I could leam 
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Was thia; — tliat in tlie sacking tjf tliy cr.stlf 

He only did eacai>e, a little child. 

The governor adopted Iiim, and gave liim 

The liberal training of a cavalier. 

Favour on kindnesa grew, and love on favoiir. 

And e'en to-day the governur liestowt 

His only daughler on liim. 

Pro. Pestilence 
Spring from their imion if they wed ! 

Attd. My friend ! 

Pro. Wien ia the ceremony '< 

Ati/I. I have said 
To-day. 

Pro. The hour— I mean tlic very hoiir. 

And. At twelvc. 

Pro. Let the wovld end ere it tiikos placi- ' 
It must be stopp'd. 

AuJ. And who ehall stop it? 

Pro. I! 
Slraight to Messina. Cojhc ! Tlie shortest way ! 



SCENE 11.— A Street in Mmina. 
Entcr Stephano, Tho.maäo, Cahl«. 

Carlo. No miachief come laat night to jmy frieml? 
Of yours ? 

ktepli. None, air, that I liave heard. 

Carlo. No throat 
In fi^>lic cut ? No gameaome rohbery ? 
No conrteBy on wjfe or daugbter forccd 
Of any tliat you know ? 

Steph. None. 

Carlo. Lutkleaa man ! 
My brother was contpeird kecp opcn shop 
After the hour of ahntting — customera 
So bot, there's not a slielf he hath biit gapes 
Por new replenishing ! And tbat took place 
Not half a month before. No pleasant newa 
Withyon? r7'"TnoMAs. 
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Thom. None yet ! 

Carlo. Take comfort, it will come 
Before we get to the end of the next Street. 
The Frenoh do love uB, sirs ; aiid, like tnie friends. 
Will keep our splrits from Stagnation, thoiigh 
It be ^ainst our wills. You know 'tis health. 
Come on. We'll have niore newa, and plenty on't. 

^Goin^. 

Guts, [icithout, at the opponU siife.] Thomaso ! Ste- 
phano ! Stop ! Tum ! ^Eniers.'] At last 
You hear me, sirs ! I am broathied witli chasing you ! 
Why were you not at home? 

Thom. Why, wbat's the matter ? 

Guh. Blood, Birs! 

Carlo. There'snews! 

Guis. News ! 'Tis the common cry 
Of every day ! 

Thom. Yes ; but the common'at thing 
That affects others, hath a stranger's face 
When it comea home to us. Whose blood, Guiscardo ? 
Take breath and teil ua, 

Glos. Are you not akin 
To Angelo Martini ? 

Thom. and St^h. What of him ? 

Guis, His house did sufFer shame last night ! his 
daughter ! 
His only child ! — That force could dare assail 
A temple of such holy chastity ! 
The Spoiler of her honour and her life — 
For with her virgin jewel did he take 
The witness of the tlieft — a mingled corse, 
Gast into the street by Angelo, who came 
Too late to save, but timely for revenge. 
Lies 'fore the father's gatc, which hounds beset, 
More monstrous for the human fonns tiiey wear, 
Howling to lap the blood of Angelo ; 
Andeasting looks of savage purpoaes 
On the few friends, that, holding yet aloof, 
With augmentation might defy their fangs. 
Haye you your weapons ? 

Steph. Yes. Wlio goes without 
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That walks tlirougli streeta of licensed niurderers ? 
Guü. Grasp tliom tlien! Hie ye straij,'lit tu Ann 
While I unto the castlo spced to move 
A friend's good offices to stop tlio frny. 
The favourite of the govemor — FyrniHido. 
And be ye resolute, comes it to innre hlood I 
Deatli '» iiotiiing to tlie fear ! Tliere hes tlie pang, 
And that wo sufFer every hoiiv in the d,iy. 



SCENE III.— ^ C/iamber i» the Cn.^ih: 
Enter Mahtel and Lovis. 
Martel. \V!iat uproarkeeps this dinwithoiit the eastle ? 
Louis. I know not, tut the town ia all astir; 
Hither and thitlier fly the Citizens. 
■\Vhat can it iriean ? " 

Martel. Ilete'e one will give the cause. 

E>n<:r A.MI.ROSE. 
Well, Amhrosc? 

Am//. Count de Harlez has heen murdered. 
And cast into the street ! Iiis body iiack'd 
From liead to foot. 

Martel Wbo did it ? 

Anih. Angelo 
Martini. 

Martd. Was it in a quarrcl, er 
Uid he assassinatu him ? 

Amh. I know not. 
Tiiis moment corae I from hefore the house 
Of Angelo Martini, wliich the friends 
Of the slain Count beset, whüe cloae at band 
Thoae of Martini wait, as if prepared 
To take part with the niurderer : who, tlie while, 
From open caseinent in the upper floor, 
Witli savage looks, holds forth a gory arm, 
Gfrasping a blade of the same ghastiy hue. 
And, ivaving't o'er the hody of Iiis child, 
Blanch'd niilk-white of her blood, and half esposed. 
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Declares he'll ne'er surrender, save a corae 
Mangled like liis below. 

Martel. Sume luve affair ! 
Conquerors do not brook coy miatreasea ! 

Louis. This falls out ominoualy, doea it not, 
lipon tlie nuptial day? 

MarUl. Tlie nuptial hour 1 
Strange nuptials, sir ! It oft haa moved my wonder 
The Govemor, a stem and gloomy man, 
Should so afFect tlie young Sicilian. 
Is't love! I have mark'd him oft, with looka that 

Auglit but content, gazing upon Fernando 
Mtnutes together; tlien, with deepest sigh. 
Break off the scrutiny — for such it seenj'd — 
And turn to moody pondering. Hia daughter 
"Were better wed, metbinks, to one of France 
Tlian to a son of Sicily, of bluod 
TJnknown, and all unfriended like her bridegroom. 

Le Clerc ^mitJumQ. Prevent him ! Stop him ! 

Guis. {teilhouty. Nay, 
I Trill pasa in ! 

Martel. Suffer him, good Le Clerc ; 
I know him. He 's Fernando's friend, and comea 
Doubtlesa to speak with him. 

Louis. How wild he looks ! 

Amb, And spectre-Iike. 

Guis. Irushinff in, foUowed by Le Clerc]. Fernando ! 
Sirs ! Fernando ! 

Martel. Why, what 'a amiss ? 

Guis. Don't queation me, dear aira ; 
Fernando ! 

Martel. Here he is. 

Enter Fernando. 
Guis. [_catchinff Fernando hy the arm]. Come fortli 
with me ! 
Come ! — Angelo Martini ! — 
Ferfi. [rmstinff]- Stop. 
Guis. Nay, come ! 
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Fem. What's tlie msttcr ? 

Guu. Read it in my looks, 
And aave the time of telling on't ! — or comc 
And I will teil you ns we go along ! 
Come ! 

Fern. Hold! you'll tear niy sloeve. Do you not know 
It is my wedding-day ? 

Gm». Ho you not know 
A man caird Angelo Martini, and 
Seeat not iie is in danger ? 

Fem. I infer so, 

GuU. Thou dost ? and art not now npon t!iB way 
To bis house t Tliy tutor ! Angelo Martini ! 
'Sdeatli, art thou äesli ot stone ? Offer'st tliou not 
To inove ! 

Fem. You'U find it huabandry of tirae 
To spend wliat'a needed ; elao, you save to waste. 
What of Martini ? 

Guis. Ay ! — So !■ — Is't tlie way \ 
Ouglit friends tö take it leisurely in straita 
Whero hottest speed is slow to those they love 
Lying in jeopardy ? Sit down, sir. Well 

{_Seals himself. 
We sit as stand — we progress either way 
As fast. Sit down and listen. Yestemiglit — 
Pray yon yonv chair — I cannot well go on 
Until I see you at your eaee, [Fernando siVs.]— 

Lost night, 
As I Said, a thief— not such as filchea toin — 
Was the unbidden guest of Angelo ; 
Chamber'd with his fair child, without her leave, 
As her gored breast can voncli for you ; Angelo — 
I trust my tongue doea not ontstep your ear ? 

Fern. Go on ! 

Giiü. In good time, sir. Well ! Angelo, 
Waked by a shriek — 'twas not without the house, 
But came froai the qiiarter where his danghter couch'd — 
And — taking the stränge summons with m'ore heat 
Of apprebension, tban will Buffer one 
That hath the use of linib to lie abcd, 
Or sit Iiis cliair as we do— to affurd 
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The aid was needed, rash'd where he might give it, 
And at the door eucounter'd him who'd made hini 
A host without his privity or wish, 
Dagger in hand, air, slitiking from the hier 
Had been, an hour before, the virgin's bed ! 

Fern. What follow'd ? 

Guts. One might guess, a blow! — Yes, sir — 
White the blood runs 'twill heat or cool upon 
Oocaaiyn, Yes, sir j Angelo, our friend, 
A generous man, although we aay it, like 
To exact penalty for injury 
Done to a common frieod (and how nmcb more 
An only chüd ! ) Struck — nor with naked hand, 
Nor easily contented I Blow begot 
Blow, tili ihe body of the Count^ — 

Fem, What Count ? 

Guig. The Count de Marlez. 

Fem. Waa he stabb'd hy Angelo ? 

Guts. — And stabb'd tili not a pahn'a breadth of his 
body 
But bears the crimaon aeal that witnessea 
The glut of ravening vengeance ! aa it lies 
In the street caat forth the casement, of whoae sül 
Angeio makes a hier to show hia child 
To the amaze-benumbed lookera-on. 
While the retainers, counttymen, and frieiids 
Of the Count assault the gate of Angelo 
To get at him and tear him limb from limb. 
The wliich thy timely preaence had prevented, 
But not enough thou know'at thy friend doth need thee. 
Behoves hia need be woven a iiistory. 
And while the loom'sa-going I must ply, 
They masaacre the man who taught and loved thee ! 

Fem. Go forth, my friends, and auecour Angelo. 
Take others with you — all the aid you can. 
Diasuade hia enemies from violence. 
Use the Duke's name, Command them to forbear, 
And leave rebuke to him. 

[Mabtel and others rush out. 

Guis. Go'at thoit not too ? 
Play'st thou the friend by heartless deputy, 
I 2 
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To füll the fües that work witli all tlieir liearts ! 
Keep'st tho« tlie Castle wlien Martini's houae 
Is made the stall of savage butciiery ? 
Lend'st liim a finger wheo lie wants Üiy hand, 
Thy limbs, and bcidy ? 

Fern. Tis my wedding-day ; 
The very hour I lead my bride to cliurcli. 

Guis. ThoQ wast his son to Angelo Martini, 
And wlien thy presence would be life to him, 
And it is ask'd of thee, timu givest it not, 
But send'st him tliat of raen who'd look witb coldness, 
If not with joy, upon Martini's earcass ! 
Eocause tliy nuptials may not be delay'd ! 
Aobed thy bride's head, would it not stop them ?^<)r 
Woiild tliey go on, feil the Duke sudden sick ? 
Or chanced to ehake Messina with a fit 
Of the earthquake ? or the Cataracta of Etna 
Began to play ?— But not a pause, although 
Tho« beard'st the life blood gurgling ia the throat 
Of Angelo Martini ! Fare thee wull— 
If well ingratitnde did evvr fare. 
Mingle thy blood with those, at tliought of whom, 
Wast thou tlie tithe of a Sicilian, 
Thy blood would ourdle. We were brothers once ; 
One mind — one soul ! We now are two — apart ! 
Disjoin'd ! Opposed ! Never to meet again 
Except to the woe of the une or other of na. 

IGoes out 

Fem. Come back ! Fool ! Meddler ! Braggart ! 

Iso. [«itei'/yj. How ia thia ? 
What dost thou with thy weapon in thy hand 1 
Ha ! by thy looks, it was not without need 
Thou drewest it ! Sweet heaven ! I saw thee thus 
Last night ! 

Fem. Where, dearest ? 

Iso. In my dreams, Fernando ; 
That brought me naught but fearful imagea ! 
Tumults where daggers gleam'd and blood did run 
Along the kennela of the streeta, instead 
Of its own Channels. There, my friend, were you 
And I in tlie raidst, your one arm cirtüng me. 
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Your other my defence 'gainst horrid men 

That atood around, a stride or two aloof, 

Like hounda, awhile at bay, prepared to spring ! 

Ah ! theii had I a taste of death — great Heavena ! 

The slckness on^t ! Yet e'en that sickoess still 

Sweetness, methought, to die along with thee. 

They Struck — you feil ! I waked while yet the room 

Bang with a shriek. Put up thy aword, lest now 

A prodigy should harrow up my soul. 

And drops of göre, uncaird, stavt oa its blade ! 

Fem. Itis. 

Iso. 'Tis very stränge, Fernando ; 
This ia our wedding-day, and yet I feel 
As though we should not marry. 

Fern. Woaldst thou then 
Our nuptiala should he marr'd ? 

Iso. No ! — Woald you think 
'Twas the coy maid of but a week ago 
That answered you so promptly? 'Twas notqnickly 
I learned to loTe you — though, to do you justice, 
No master ever labour'd more to teac^. 
But now, methinks, I have the lesson better 
By heart than you have. 

Fem. Better ! 

Iso, Yes, Fernando! 
And so you'd find, were you to slight tbe pupil 
You took auch paina with once. I would not have 
Our nuptials marr'd — and, more, they ahan't be so 
Have I the power to help it. 

Fem. Isoline, 
Thy father !— 

Iso. Well ?— Say on ; 
I'd hear thee say't thongh all the world were by. 

Fem. I bless thee for thy bounteous love ! 

EntBT GoVERNOB. 

Gov. Come, child! 
And on my other band, Fernando, come. 
The bridal Company, in readlness 
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To attend you to tlie altar, wait for you. 

[As they are going. Mabtel and Louis miter hasti/y. 
What would you, friends ? 

Martel. A word, sir, witli Fernando. 

Gov. Be brief, then, as you niay. 

\_Leading Isoline off'. 

ho. \jtopping and tuminff^. Fernando ! 

Fern. Love, 
A moment and I'm witli you ! 

Goi: Isoline ! 

/»o. I come ! — the ground appears to hold my steps. 
i_She ffoes out witk the Govbrnor. 

Fern. Well, frienda ; were you in time ? 

Martel. To see tlie houae 
Of Angelo Martini in » blazo ; 
Lit by liia own liand, the funereal pyre 
Of bis slain child. Wheuce, soon as 'twas in Harnes, 
Taking advantage of the pause in whicli 
Amaze cncl]ain''d his foes, witli clotted blade 
Did Angelo hurst forth, a spectacla 
Of blood-congealing horror, that awhile 
Depiived of ase tho merabers which unlws 
For such a frost had dealt him fifty deaths. 
But soon it tura'd to tbaw, yet not until 
Martini's frienda surrounded him ; and uow 
Along the streets a running fight they keep, 
Leaving an ample, ghaatiy track, with blood, 
And here and there a hody drain'd of it. 

Ferti. For luercy's sake provide you with a guatd 
And use all pains to stop tbis hideous &ay, 
And above aJl to save Martini's lifo ! 
Fly frienda ! spare not speed ! Do all you caii 
Thia swift untimely mischief to o'ertake ! 

[Maktel and Louis ^ö uut; Fernando folloicinff. 
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SCENE lY.~Tke Omide of a Ckurch. 
Enter Virgins »trewing Flowers afler the Bridai Party. 

CHORUS OF V 



Your path of life with joys be feir ! 
Tbough witheT theae, do fading there ; 
Nor thorüj' rare your foolstopB nio. 

[At (ie eiid of Ihe Singing, TwimU i» heard ^eiihoat at a diaanw..^ 

Gov. What din 13 this that seems approacliing us ? 

Le Clere, \_Eiitering hastily^. My lord, take shelter 
in the church ! There'a death 
In the streets. 

Gov. What! Of Messini, air ; and I 
Its governor ? Am I to alink away 
In fear? Swords, gentlemen ! What man is he 
Comesfirat? whofliea? yethalta, — whomtheyittchaaeof 
Do atrive, yet seem to fear, to overtake, 
Turning pursuit to flight whene'er he stopa 
And shows them front ? 

Le Clerc. 'Tis Angelo Martini. 

Gov. What aavage deed hath made a brüte of him 
That men become a pack, and hunt him thua ? 

Le Clerc. He haa kilPd the Count de Marlez. 

Fem. Life for life! 
The Count did kill his daughter. Little wrong, 
To wrong most grievona that preceded it. 

GoB. You are sure of tliis- 

Fern. I am. 

Gov. Succour him, airs. 

Fern.. Too late ! 

Mart. {wilAouQ. Take that 1 

\^Eiitera »taggering, /ollowed by Guiscabdo and oüiere 
with swords äravin. 

— Füll payment, slave, and prompt ! 
As you are Christian men, don't auffer them 
Hack me to death. I am wounded mortally ! {_Falh. 

Fern. How is It, Angelo Mattini ? 
Mart. Thus, 
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Fernando, thus ! My daughter ! — Wliere were you ? 
But I forgive you ! [^Dies.^ 

Fem. O, look up, old man ! 

Gui». He sJeeps too sound, Fernando, to awake ! 
My tord, the Govemor, protection for 
The frienda of Ängelo Martini, who, 
With naked weapona had not stood in the streeta 
But to protect liiin from foul butohery. 
His house did auffer violence last night, 
And murder in the person of his chÜd, 
Now bum'd to asiies with her natal roof, 
Which Angelo himself in frenzy fired. 
He caiight and alew the caitifF, for wliicli act, 
By nature warranted, if not by law, 
Began thia game of deatli, which we would spoil, 
But thus the just yet weaker side liath loat. 

Goe. Thoughgreat hiscriinefirstalain,tlieb]ood8oehed 
"Was Frencii ! Moreover, it was noble ! Look 
Yourselves to yonr lives — I will not answev for tliem 
Beyond Measina. Hence, and sheathe your blades. 
Marks are upon tbem that offend our oyes, 
And breed you danger, 

Guig. Are we safe the whilc ? 

Goe. You are, but quit Messina. Guard them to 
The outskirts of the town. 

Guis. Fernando, apeak, 
Look there. Your bridal flowera liave gone, you see, 
To deck a bloody hier. So fare thy joys ! 

^GiMs (Hri wiiA others guarded. 

Gav. Bemove the body. In our way it lies. 

Iso. Nay, father ; aooiicr let ua go about ! 

Gov. Come on, then. 

Pro. \cominff from the iMck of the stage]. Stop. 
The rites must not proceed. 

G(m. They have not yet begun ! 

Pro. Nor must begin, 

Gov. Who shall prevent tliem ? 

Pro. Heaven. In the name of which 
I Charge you to desist. 

Gov. Your reasons ? 

Pro. Thoae 
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The bridegroom shall be told ; for him 
They most regard. 

Fem. Impart them, then ! 

Pro. Not bere. 

Gov. You juggle with us ! 

Pro. No ; tho part I act 
Is honest. 

Gov. You are a religious man ? 

Pro. A man devoted to a boly cause. 
Young man, let go that band and come with me. 

/so. la Ulis tlie dark fulfilling of ray dream ? 
Keapect you, my Fernando, what he saya? 

Fern, His tone, bis words, his loota, his gesturoa, all 
Declare autbority. 

Iso. O, do not go? 

Pro. He muat, would be eaoape my cnrae, which here 
On him, and all who hold alliance with him, 
I shall invoke, reeiating my commands. 

Gov. You dare not do it ! 

Pro. Dare not!— listen tben — 

Ito. Peace ! — drop my band and go. 

Pro. She bida tbee go, 

Jso. Go, Fernando ! 

Pro. Mark, again abe bids thee, 
Why shouldst thou hesitate ? The cauae is thine. 
And thou thyaelf art conatituted judge. 
I bope thou 'rt a brave man, and not afraid 
To truat thyself with me. If idly, or 
On aJigbt pretence I interpose, thou knowest 
Thou caitst come back, and then the ritea go on. 
So mayst thou gain tby bride, and 'scape my curse. 

Iso. Shall he come back in any case l 

Pro. He shall. 

Iso. Go ! go ! Fernando. 

Pro. That is tbe third tüne 
She bade tbee go. 

Fem. I follow ! 

Pro. Come aiong, 

[Procida and Fernanbo go out, Isoline fatnts in 
her/alher's arm», as the latter disappears. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Mountain Pass. Etna in the distance. 

Enter Procida and FeRNANno. 

P)v. Look «p. What seest thou ? 

Fern. Etna. 

Pfo. "Where standa Etna ^ 

Fern. In Sicily. 

Pro. Then this is Sicily, 
Where Etna Stands, and thou look'st up to it. 
And yet, methinka, thou knowest not thou stand'at 
In Sicily. 

Fem. I know it aa well aa thou. 

l'ro. Deny it, then ! Teil him who says thou 
stand'at there 
He ia mistaken! Eather aay thou standest 
In any otlier iaie tbat spots the sea ; 
And gtve thy oath to it, though Etna there, 
Before thee, should break ailence at the lie. 
And bcllow forth— " 'Tis Sicily thou atand'st in !" 

Fcrji. Beware ! young blood is hot. 

Pro. Behoves it, then, 
Beware it runs no peril frotn its heat. 
Young blood ig generoua, too ! — not always ! — then 
Ita heat ia virtue bringing virtue forth, 
Äs Sun the healthful plant in stronger flowcr. 
Ita heat is as tlie thing it acta upon, 
As Summer in the garden gendera fruit, 
But in the swamp breeds poiaon. Know me, sir. 
So far. 1 wear a sword l [jArotrs off kis ffoien] Now, 

of thy heat 
Why should I stand in fear? 

Fem. Lest thou offend 
Mine liouour ! 

Pro. Show it me, 1*11 not offend it ; 
Eise I offend mine own. If I gainsay 
The Square, the plummet, or the level, what 
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Shall I gain credence für ? I am a fool 

Or knave. I either know not ; or deny, 

Yet know. Bat honour is the name as well 

As thing, and with t!ie tliing not always goea, 

But setves a spiirious owner, as the stamp 

Of gold at timea is given to baae coin. 

The gambler that will load a die, will cut 

Your throat, so you dare teil him on't — for honour ! 

The libertine who uses, for your ehame, 

Your hospitable truat — a felon, woree 

Than he who fiiclioa pursea with hiä swoid — 

Demanda your blood, if you impugn his honour ! 

Whence, witli a coward world, the bully luat 

Hath gracious entertainment at the hands 

Whicli hold the custody of maidens' anow. 

And never queation'd matrona, What do you say 

To the honour of a traitor — false at once 

To bis liege lord and country ? taking part 

With their arch, pitiless, contenttess foes? 

Shal! such a man have honour ? Ay, shall be ao, 

Hath he tho bloodhound's quality to vouch 

The barefaced He a truth ! 

Fern. Thou lovest danger ! 

Pro. No, I love virtue, sir, and fear not danger. 
Art thou Sicilian ? 

Fem. Yes. 

Pro, Sicilian bom ? 

Fem. Yes. 

Pro. In the mountaiu island first drow breath ? 

Fem. Yes. 

Pro. Art thou sure ? Where saw'at thou first the sur 
To know him as thou recollecteat ? 

Fem. In 
Messina. 

Pro. Knoweat thou the history 
Of this thy native land ? Who was her king 
When first thou madeat aequaintance with the aun, 
The hlessed aun God gaye thee leave to see 
When he vouchaafed thee draw tho breath of life 
In Sicily ? 

Fern. Why Manfred then was king. 
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Pro. What came of him ? 

Fern. He lost his crown. 

Pro. 'Tis falae ! 

Fern. Qasiife.] What puwerhaththismysterious man 
That while he chafcs me thus, I thus fotbear! 

Pro. Were one to take thy purae from thee by force, 
Wouldst say that thou hadst lost it ? Thou wouldst say 
That thou wast rohb'd of it. So Manfred waa 
RoWd of his crown. Lost it ! Who say you now 
la king of Sicüy ? 

Fem. Charles of Anjou. 

Pro. That 's false 
Agaiii ! Charles of Anjou is a usurper 
And not a king — not king of Sicily. 
Manfred was alain in battle, was he not ? 

Fern. He was. 

Pro. He was. He died as became a king 
Defending his own crown against tlie robber 
Who wrench'd it from liis brow. You answer well. 
You knowyour country's history. What next ? 
Who foilow'd in the strife ? Who struggied next 
With the arch felon ? held Jiia throat to him — 
Por it was nothing eise, with powers so broken^ 
Ere he woiild tamely be a looker-oa, 
And See him wear the spoil ? 

Fem. Conradine. 

Pro. Yea ! 
The chivaJrous, the patriotic prince '■ 
He took the cause up— but he lost the day. 

Feni.. And with the day his life. 

Pro. How ? Can't yon teil ? 
Know you ao far the tragedy so well. 
And do you halt at the cataatrophe 
Which brings the crowning hoiror of the whole ? 
Tlie Prince was taken captive— taken alive — 
Wliole ! without scath ! No wound, the matter cven 
Of a pin'a Scratch ! Now mark the freebooter 
In Charles of Anjou — him thou naniedst now 
The King of Sicily Mark now how blood 
And plunder go together like sworn friends. 
Conradine was a taptive. What had he dono ? 
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What Charles himself liad done in such a case, 

And had a right so to have done, were he 

A samt and not a robber, Fo«ght for the crown 

Of bis forefathers ! What could Conradine 

That Charles need fear ? He was bound band and foot. 

He was as one that 'a bedridden ! that 's Struck 

With a palsy ! Charles had just as much to fear 

From Conradine aa from an Infant in the cradle. 

What did he to bim?— He bebeaded bim ! 

Fem. 'Twas sacrilege ! 

Pro. 'Twas murder ! — murder, sir ! 
Murder and sacrüego ! — Conradine mettbe soaffold 
In bis own kingdom, like a host that 's butcher'd 
In bis own house, by tbieves ! Now mark, young man, 
How bruised, broken, lost in fortunes, still 
The noble spirit to the last beara up 
And towers above its fate. Beside the block, 
Within the ase's glare, yet wonld not he 
Give up his righteous cause, but from bis band 
His gauntlet drew and flung into the Space 
'Twixt him and those who came to see bim die, 
" For Jesu' sake," he cried, " who loves me there 
Pick up my gage, and with it take the charge 
A dying man gives with his parting breatb, 
That he present it to that kinsman of 
My houae who takes ita rightful quarrel up, 
And whom with all my rights I lieve invest ! " — 
1 seo the story somewbat touches thee. 

Fem. I never beard it told so well before. 
Wast thou a Stander by ? 

Pro. I was. "What then ? 

Fem. Didst thou pick up the gage ? 

Pro. Wonldat thou bave done it ? 

Fem. I would. 

Pro. And wherefure ? 

Fern. Out of pity for 
That murder'd king. 

Pro. What ! — GiTen thy private cares, 
Hopes, havings, up, to consecrate thy ]ife 
To his moat desperate cause — bis throno uaurp'd ! 
His land o'errun! iiis people scatter'd, tliat 
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Togetlier Bot so maiiy hang as ono 
Might call a broken troop ! — So aeeming-loat 
Ä cause as that, at coat so dear Lädst tliou 
Embraccd, and ta^cn the gauntlet up ? 
Fern. I had ! 

Pro. {taking a fflove front hü breast,'] Tliere "tia ! 
Tliere ! — aa I pliicfc'd it from the acatfold foot ! 
The look tliat martyr cast lipon me then, 
It ahed more healing anction on my soul, 
Thaii fifty tliouaand maaaea at my death 
Could do, each chanted by as many lips. 
And all of holy men, Now mark how Right, 
Although, at aetting out, a dwarf in thews 
By holdtng on will gather ainew, tili 
It mOTes tliat giant Might, With seconding, 
Levies, munitions, allies, siibaidies — 
None other than this empty glove, I went 
From Sicily ; where now I atand again, 
With monarchs and their kingdoma at my back, 
The aworn abettora of the righteous hand 
Which, fleahleaa, tendonlesa, reduced to bone, 
Ita holy cause with life th«s clothes again. 
And arms with retribution. That same hand 
Once fill'd this glove, whieh now I hold to thee. 
Take it. 

Fi:nt. For what ? 

Pro. To swear by it. 

Fern. Theoath? 

Pro. Death to the Gaul whoe'er he be, that now 
Haa foöting in the land ! — Deatk without pauae 
Of rutli — eye, ear, be stone to Toice or look 
Of deprecation ! Once your blade ia out, 
While there's a tyrant'a heart to lend a sheath, 
Nevei' to let it know ita own ! 

Fem. Thatoatb 
I will not take. 

Pro. Thou wilt not ? Tliou 'rt a traitor ! 

Fern, Ha ! 

Pro. Thou 'rt a coward ! 

Fer. {drawmy\. Try if I fear death ! 

Pro. IJeath ia a little tliing to brave or fear. 
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Except a tliought of tlie after reckoning, 

The wliich to fear becomea, not shames a man : 

'Tis but a plunge and over, ta'en aa oft 

By the feeble as tbe atout. Give me tbe man 

Tliat's bold in the right— too tiold to do the wrong ! 

Not bold as that, tliou art a trwtor still 

And CO ward ! 

Fern. Draw ! 

Pro. Forwhat? To pleasure theo J 
To place myaelf on base eqiiality 
"With one whom I look dowm upon ? 

Fern. Or draw, 
Or I wiD spura theo. 

Pro, Villain, to thy knee ! 

Fem. My knee ! 

Pro. What ! fear'at thoii degradation ? How 
Can he crouch Iower than he doea who kneela 
To hia own weaknesses, when Duty bida him 
Stand up and take the manly post becomes him 
At the aide of Tirtue ? Were thy mother — ahe 
That bore thee in her womb — in fettera, how 
Wouldst deal with thoae that put them on ? Wouldat 

talk 
And laugh with them — abake handa with tliem — ■ 

embraee them ? 
"Thou wouldst not!" But I teil thee, alave, thou 

wouldst. 
Forwhat 's thy country, be she not thy mother, 
And like a mother loyed by thee ? Thou slave, 
That seekeat kindred with thy oountry's foea ! 
Hast thou a father? 

Fem. Draw ! 

Pro. Hast thou a father ? 

Fern. But with my sword'a point will I answer thee ! 

Pro. Haat thou a father, boy ? 

Fern, Hast thou o, iiand? 
Beboves that it be quick, and seek thy sword ! 
Thy life 'a in danger ! 

Pro. Haat thou a father, atill 
I aay to thee ? 

Fem. Thy sword, or I'm upon thee ! 
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Pro. Then wilt thou have a murder on thy soul, 
For from my stand I will not budge an incii, 
Nor move, so far, my arm to toitcli my sword, 
Until thou answer'st me. Hast thou a father ? 

Fet-n. [_buritinff into fears.^ No,— no ! thou churlish, 
harsh, remorselesa man — 
That bait'st me with thy coarse and biting worda, 
Aa boors abroad let loose unmuzzled dogs 
Upon a tether'd beast ! my arm withlield 
By tliy defenceleasneas, that haat defence 
At band, bnt will not usc it — who art thou 
To Tise me tlms ? to do me shamefnl wrong 
And then deny me meana to right myself ? 
Wliat liave I dono to tliee to use my heart 
As if its stringa were thine to strain or rend .' 
Tliou mak'st my veins bot witli my boiling blood, 
And not content, thou foliowest it up, 
Mine eyes inflaming with my scalding teara, 
Thou kindleaa, rutliless man ! Hast thou a father ? 
I never knew one ! 

Pro. [fflsiife]. I thank God ! 

Fent. Thou hadst 
A father — liadst a father'a training — <) 
How blest tl»e son that bath ! Providence, 
What is there like a fatlier to a son ? 
A father, qiiick in love, wakefui in carc, 
Tenacioua of his truat, proof in experience, 
Severe in bonour, perfect in example, 
Stamp'd with authority ! Hadst such a father ? 
I knew no ttainiug, save what foatering 
Did give rne, in the mood ; and was beatow'd 
Like bounty to a poor dependant; whicli 
He might take or leave. Tliose who protected me 
Were mastera of my native land, not aons. 
How could I leam the patriot's lofty lesson? 
They told me Sicily had given me birtli, 
But then they taught me also I was son 
To a contenticss and ungracioua mother, 
Afld they were kind to me. What wouldst thou have 
Of ft young heart, but what you'd ask of wax — 
To takc tlie first imprfssion givcn to it? 
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Except that, unÜke wax, it ia not quick 
What once it takes to render up again. 

Pro. \jisidej. 0, my poor boy ! 

Fem. It thou hadst a fatlier, 
T?waB crnel, knowing tliat tboii wast so rieh, 
To taunt me, wliere, knew'st not that I was poor, 
Thou mightst at least suspect my poverty. 
How had I loved my father ! Ho had had 
The whole of my heart. I would have given it him 
Ag a book to write in it whate'er he would, 
I never had gainsaid him — never nin 
Counter to him. I had copied him, as one 
A Statute dotli of the rare olden virtue, 
In jealous, hiimble imitation. 
I had lived to pleaaure him. Before I had 
Disgraced him, I had died. 

Pro. [(uräfe.] Myson! My son ! 

Fem. Thou weep'st ! Heaven ! 

Pro. Thou wast made captive in 
A stormed hold. 

Pro. That hold belong'd 
To John of Procida. 

Fem. Itdid. 

Pro. 'Twas storm'd 
Aod taken, in his absence. 

Fem. So 'tla said. 

Pro. That John of Procida had then a aon 
Just fonr years old. 

Fern. That age was mine, I have heard, 
"When first the Govetnor adopted me. 

Pro. There was no otber child within the castle. 

Fem. Was there not ? 

Pro. No! 

Fem. 1 must have beea that child ! 

Pro. lipon his right fore-arm he bore a mark. 

Fern. Yes ; here ! 

Pro. Yes ; in the very place thou point'st to. 

Fern. I am the son of John of Procida ! 

Pro. Thou art ; — and I am John of Procida. 

Fem. \Jallin^ on hü knee.^ Father ! 
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Pro. My soll ! My boy ! Jly child I left 
At four jears oH and thoiiglit was dead ! 

Fern. Thou owo'at me ? 

Pro. Ownthee!— Ay! — Look atme and teil me, boy. 
Dost tbou not see thy father ? 

Fern. Ytjs ! Thy looks 
Are words of lovu that call idd from thy feet 
üp to thy arms. 

Pro. Up to them, theo ! 

Fem. \^rising, and thromng kimself into the arms of 
Procida.] My father ! 

Pro. 0, my son ! 

Fern. "What shall I do ? 

Pro. What mean you ? 

Fem. ■V\''hat sball I do ? 
Give me the glove .' 

Pro. My son ! 

Fem. The gauntlet of 
The martyr king ! 

Pro. There ! — Stop ! Not now, my son ; 
I find thee quick in the affection 
Thou owest me, and which, like a new spring 
Just Struck upon, doth bubble richly up 
And run an ample torrent. No, my son ; 
I will not take advantage of the burst 
To let it Uurry ttiee along with it. 
A sudden change and violent, ia scaree 
A laating one. Thou mightst repent it. No ; 
I'll prove thee ere thou join'st the holy cause. 
Thou to Messina slialt return once more, 
Before thou aee'st her free. My word wag given. 
Thou art a man. Men that uphold the namc 
Act, not from Impulse, but reflection. 
Declare thy meditated nuptials thinge 
Tby duty to thy neighbour and thy God 
Compels thee to abandon. Tlien come back, 
From every let released, and take the oath, 
And live the son of John of Procida. 

Fem. When I can aay thy first bebest is done, 
I'll show myself to thee, Faiewell ! [_Goes out. 

Pro. Farcwell \ 
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How suddenly his vis^e brigliten'd up, 

At mention of returnmg to Mesaina, 

"VVhat speed is there ! Is 't all on my accuunt ? 

Nüw lie is gone my heart misgWes me. Wliat 

Have I done ! Why do we pray tliat we be spared 

Temptation, but that 'tis a whirlpool, wliich, 

Once we 're within its vortex, dcaws ua in 

And sucks iis down to min — Charybdis lue I 

Which of the huge war-galley makes as light, 

Aa boat, compared to that, a cockle-ahell ! 

Wlience ahould all mea that love their soula beware 

Temptation. I will call him hack ! He is out 

Of hearing. Siiould hia love for her be strong? 

I did not note if she was very fair. 

But soula were never roade for eyea to read, 

Aod there lies woman'a beauty. If she lovea 

Strongly — and O how atrongly womaa loves — 

Tfie force of two hearts must he stcuggle with. 

I 'II trust in Heaven ! Alas ! how many men 

Do trust in Heaven, when they betray themaelves ! 

If he 's my son — ! I talk with fifty years 

For counsellora ! 0, it was oversight, 

Preposterous in a father ! If I have fonnd 

My son to lose him — best I ne'er had fonnd him. 

Yet ere I lose him I will risk my lifo — 

Risk all — except the saured cause I^m swom to. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—Isolineg Chamber. 

Mitter GovEitNOR and Isoline. 

Gon. Thns, save the nature of the grievous wrong 
Which on my conscience weighs — which to reptür 
I to Fernando would have wedded thee. 
Will wed thee still, comea he to claim thy band — 
Of all have I possess'd thee ; who he is ; 
The mortal enmity his father bears me ; 
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The public foe join'd to the private one ; 

His hatred of our race, love für liis own ; 

Devotion, to the dynnsty, licld sway 

In Siciiy ere France supplanted it ; 

Hopes to malte liead again ; efforts, intriguea 

"Witli foreign powers to raise up focs to France. 

That hc whose presence stopp'd the ritea to-day, 

May act in concert with tlie Procida, 

Thougli past tlie scope of probabiüty, 

Lies within that of chance ; für, thougli Fernando 

KnowB not his parentage, yet accident 

May have reveal'd tlie son to Proeida. 

View then tlieae nuptiak tlius. Tf sotemniscd, 

Joy not witliout regrots — if frustrated, 

ßegrets veitli yet their sola«es. 

Iso. I will, air. 

Gös. Do so ; and so good night. Another word. 
Set not thy heart on aeeing liirti again ; 
He never may retiirn. Or say he sliould, 
Expect him to depart and come no more. 
You mark ? 

/so. I do, sir. 

GoJi. Novr good night again. \^Goei> out. 

ha. What, Marguerite !— Came hither, Marguerite. 
Hast done it ? [_To Margtterite, wko eniers.'^ 

Mar- He is in the oratory. 

fso. I thank the holy man. He will remain there ? 

Mar. Ay, niadam. 

Iso. He was ever good to me. 
Fernando will retum to-night — I know 
He will. My lieart doth prophesy he will, 
And Jovers' hearts a stränge foreknowledge have, 
Tbough read they not the stars. That 's he ! Go, look ! 
CMauguebite ffoes out. 
O, that this hour were past ! Alas, "tis thua 
"We wiah US ever nearer to our gravea, 
With fear of this, and with desire for that, 
Flying from one thing, foUowing another, 
As mshing frora the very thing itself 
For which we pray, towards that we pray against ! 
Knew I tlie moment — ay, the very moment 
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I wedded him — I should be spouse to dcatli, 
Away with life ! at ooce he should be mine ! 

Enter Maroueritb. 

Mar. 'Tis not Fernando. 

7*0. Keep upon the watch. [MARauERiTEiri«* out. 
He sliall be mine ! Shall private enmities 
On others' parts set bara 'twixt tliose that love ? 
Make of two hearta grown one two hearts again 
Distinct and alienate ? or rather — for 
Judging mine own Fernandu's heart by inine, 
That can't be done — untwine two hves, whicb love 
Has drawn together tili they grow lilce tendrils, 
Knotted and interwreathed, tliat without bruising 
You cannot part them— maybe killing them ? 
It should not be and shall not. Now the chances ? 
No let oan I divine to sway Fernando, 
Except that father yet he knowa not of, 
And whora, new found, new feelings welcoming. 
Will at the moment large surrender make, 
Haply at cost of love itself ! "What then ! 
Love that is steadfast brooks not eacrifice- 
It may submit awhile ; but, in the eiid, 
It ever claims its own — the paramount 
Of all affections ! So, bis love, at first 
O'ercome, anon will viadicate itself. 
Whereto no weak retreating, no false ahame 
On the part of mine, shall offer hindranee to me, 
From giving't all my help. 

Enter MittauBBiTE. 
Mar. I hear a step. 

Iso. Go aee if it be bis. [^Margderite goea o«(.] Why 
should I blusb 
To own mine honest love ? la love a thing 
To blush für 1 — Love ! — the sacred root of all 
The household pure affectiona, thinga of truth 
And piety next what we owe to Heaven. 
Love that makes friendahip poor — that mocks enhanoe- 

Itself poasession endless ! That 's esample 
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Of loyalty .' Its master bettcr served 

Than monarchs on their tlironea, liis throne himself ! 

That mote abounds in sunsliine of content, 

Than destiny in clouds to quenoli the liglit. 

Whole in itself ! Love, that is chastity 

Of more tlian vestal perfectness ! The world 

For cboice, yet one with leave of Heaven selecting 

And giving all the rest to negligence ! 

As the refiner tlie alloy, wiien once 

He finds tlie extracted gold. He sliall be mine ! 

The maid that 'a not standi stickler for her love 

Hath littlt on't to strive for. She niay smile 

Scomful good-bye, and turn lipon her heel ; 

Forget and love again ; or think ahe does — 

For by the love I feel she knows not love. 

My luve 'b a beap takes alt my heart to hold, 

A3 rieh as largc, and 8lian''t be east away. 

Re-cnter Makgiebitr. 

Mo»-, 'Tis he! — I beckon'd hini. He follows ine. 

Im. Take stand beliind the hanging stealthily, 
And there keep watch. And ever reeollect 
You are mine honours sentinel, and bound 
To let thine eye no parley hold witli sleep, 
So niuoh as e'en a wink. As open as 
Your eye, yowr ear ; to note whate'er may paas 
And in thy memory to book it down. 
And faithfuÜy ; for, on some syllable 
May something hang, which in esteem I hold 
Xest to my aoul'R salvation. Quick ! He comes. 

[MAUCH.-BBITE /.frfes— Fernando enters.\ 

Iso. [a/ler a pause^. Fernando, art thou there? 

Fem. Ay, I aoline. 

Iso. Art thouindeed? 

Fern. I am. 

Iso. 1 note thee speak, 
Yet can't believe thee there. 

Fem. Why? 

Iso. Why, Fernando? 
If but the morning, noon, or afternoon, 
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Withheld thee from me, whea thou camest again, 

Thine eyes did dance, tliy breath grew scant, thy cbeek 

Did change its blood for frost, and I was met 

Like new-found, wondrous treasure. Yesterday 

It Lad been so. — What hatli befallen to-day 

To niake it look so «tterly unlike 

Ita bappy fellow ? Dost not joy, Fernando, 

To See me ? 

Fem. Joy ! — Ay, aa the mariner 
To Bce the day o'erta'en by atorm at night, 
But knows 'tis vain, hia veaael foundering ! 

Iso. Explain thy speeeh, my love. 

Fern. He was a friend 
Who took me hence ; a moat deat friend, although 
One that I wot not of untU to-day, — 
None other than a father, Jsoüne ! 

Jso. Thou hast found a father ? 

Fem. I have found a father ; 
And with tliat father J have held such converse 
Aa hath tranaform'd me so, except my love 
I should not know myself ; and being thua 
Diasiraiiar to him thia morning was 
Thy bridegroom, from thia night that should have been 
Out bridal-night, all daya and nights to come 
Am nothing to thee thou mayst name, except 
A merchant aailor for bis argosie, 
That holds possession of the rock whereon 
She Struck and went to plecea ! 

Iso. We must part .' 
Loveat thou me still, Fernando ? 

Fem. Yeal 

Iso. Asever? 

Fem. Asever! 

Iso. Then, we do not part, my friend ! 

Fem. Is 't Isoline that speaks ? 

Iso, Yes ! Isoline ! 
The very maid thou know'st so call'd — a maid. 
So chary of her virgin sanctity, 
Thee, her betroth'd— thee, her almost espoused, 
She challengea to teil the moment only 
She gave thee licence, she would bar thee name. 
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Or blush to hear tliee do so. Lo, the strait 
She ia in ! — at sucli an hour — in siicli a place 
To parley with tiiee, and th« argument 
Her grievance — tliy defauli — default in lovc I 
In love, Fernando '. tliy default in that 
Wherein that eLü feil sliort was tlie reproach 
Thou still didst utge against her, to tlie day 
The very liour she gave tliee slow consent 
To lead her to tlie priest. 

Fern. Heaven witness ! 

Iso. Peace ! 
No worda— save suoli as make rcply to questions. 
We part — why ? LifS tlie rcasoii at my door ? 
Am I to blauie 'i Then fit we part. If not, 
It is not fit ! I liave no riglit to suffer. 
Suffer, Fernando !~Did you hear nie? — Heavens! 
The hoon, with showera of tears and gusts of sighs 
You won froni nie, I call it suffering, 
To find you woiilil nut take ! But I'ni a woman, 
Strong in the facuUy your nobler sex 
Advance large claims to, with niost poor pretensions— 
Onee eleavitiff, cleaving »tili. We shall not part, 
You tliink to leave nie. Try ! The cement, that 
Beconiea a portion of the thing it joins, 
So that as soon you tear theniselves apart 
As tliem from it, not niore tenaciously 
Keeps hold than I ! Piecemeal, tliey may disjoin ua, 
But perfect, never ! 

Fern. Isolino ! 

ho. Fernando ! 
When I consented to bocome thy wife, 
I gave niyaelf to thee. A thousand ritcä 
Not more had made me thino, I was thy wife 
That very hour — that very minute ! All 
Ties of reserves, heeds, otlier interests, 
That lield niy heart from theo I snapp'd at once. 
And like a woman gave it thee entire ! 
Whole and for ever ! — ay, so gave it thee, 
Were I and all my race in slavery. 
And it the ranaom, which, on paying down, 
Tlie shackles would fall off— gall as they might, 



•dby Google 



JOHN OF PROCIDA. 193 

They must remain. I could not take it back, 
Not even if I would. 

Fem. Nay, Isoline ! 

Iso. Nay, hear me out, Fernando. There is a ward 
By nature set o'er tlie true woman's heart 
Undream'd of by tliy sex, except the few 
Of the true manhood, that contemplate tbem 
Witli delioate regardg, Without that ward 
Woman is woa and lost, and last and won, 
Aa oft we see; but, with it, won — lost never; 
Though won unwortliily — a contradiction, 
Yet proof of ber pure nature ! whicb, it seems, 
Falls to thy lot to test. You are bere to take 
The oath, I towM to take along with thee, 

Fem, I cannot take it. 

Teo. Cannot ! You have a vuice 
And Organs apt to frame it into speech, 
Most pliant ones, as I can testify ! 

Fern. I niay not take it. 

Im. Mny not ! What are you ? 
What are you, sir ! a ward, or a free man 
Äcting his part upon bis own account — 
TJpon his own responoibility ? 

Fmrn. I may not for thy sake. 

Iso. For my sake, sir ! 
The sand of the very hour you gave me leave 
To look to myself, !s running still ! — not half, 
Nor quarter out ! For shame, to wrong me first. 
And then to tnock me ! 

Fem, I must take an oath — 

Iso. When ? — where ? — to wbom? No matter ! You 
did vow 
To me before to take an oath^and shalt. 
And judge me worthily aa you're a man! 
But that I have a title to thy band — 
But that 'tis mine, upon tho warranty 
Of Earth and Heaven, that heard theesay 'twasmine — 
Brought it the wealth and power of all the thrones 
That glitter on the earth, and I could have it 
By only asking for it — ere I could speak 
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The Word, I'd clioke, blacken before theo, fall 
A corpae at tliy feet ! 

Fem. Kow let me spcak ! To wed tiiee 
la wedding thee to miaery ! 

Igo. Content ; 
I will wed misery. 

Fem. My Isoline, 
Tliou wouldst ally thee to a houso, the fue 
Of thee and all thy race ! 

[so. Unto that iionae 
Will I ally rayseif. 

Fern. The eonsequences ! 

Iso. Be they the wotst I am prepared for them. 
I'll take thom all on mine own head. 

Fem. The strife that 's sure to come ! — Man as 1 am, 
my aoul 
Sickcua to tliink on't. 

ho. Woman as I am, 
I dare it to come on. 

Fem. Rivers of blood 
Will flow! 

Iso, Tliey are welcome, though my veins be breathed 
To help the flood.^Redeem your promise, sir ! 

Fem. O, Isolino ! By this dear band — 

Iso. Hoidoff! 
In the relation whorein now we stand, 
I will not Huffer even touch from theo ! 
Nor shalt thou trifle with me- — for to speak 
Or act, save to the point, ia only trifling. 
Here — in the oratory close at band 
Attends tiie holy man, whose offices 
This morning we did crave and then forego. 
Follow me to him. Take my band before him ; 
Pligbt with me troth for troth. Or here remain 
Till night gives up her watch to day, and then, 
Departing hence, to crown thy bouuty, leave me 
A spotlcss maiden with a blasted namc ! 

Fem. Thon couldst not dream of such perditiou, and 
To bring it on thyaelf! 

Iso. Mea cannot dieam 
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What desperate thiogs a desperate woman dreams, 
Until they see her act them ! 

Fern. Desperate ! 

Iso. Yes, desperate! Sweet patience! Men go mad 
To lose their hoarda of pelf, when hoarda as rieh 
Witli industry raay come in time again ! 
Yet they go mad — it happens eyery day. 
Have not some slain themselves ? Yet if a maid — 
Who fiiids that alle has nothing garner'd up 
Where she believed ahe had a heart in atore 
For one ahe gave away — ia desperate, 
You marvel at her ! Marvel ! When the minea 
Of all the earth are poor aa beggary 
To nioke her rieh ^ain ! Ära I ashamed 
To teil thee this ?— No !— Save the lovo we pay 
To Heaven, none purer, hoher, tban that 
A virtuous woman feels for him ahe'd cleave 
Through life to. Sistera part fix>m aiaters— brothers 
From brothers — ehildren from their parents — but 
Such woman from the hnsband of her choice 
Never ! — Give me the troth you promiaed me. 

Fem. Never didst thou reflect that I was born 
In Sicily ? 

Iso. I know thou 'rt a Sicilian. 

Fem. Didst ne'er reflect upon it ? 

Im. To what end 
Shouldirefleet? 

Fem. To spum me aa a man 
Devoid of honour ! 

Iso. Who darea call tliee so ? 

Fem. He who darea apeak the tmth. Thou know'at 
— thou muat — 
The wrongs my country soffers ! 

Im, Yea : I know 
She Buffers wronga. I have wept for them, Fernando. 

Fem. Have you ? — Have you wept for tliem ? I 
have heard them 
Without a tear ! Am I a man of honour f 

Iso. What good were it to weep ? 

Fern. None — but to feel 
As you could weep — and then, with manlier thought, 
K 2 
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Let fiery revenge instead of pitj" 
Stavt iato your eye and look tlie wrongor dcad ! 
That — tbat were good. It were becoming, too, 
In oiie who owea his birtli to Sicily. 
I have bot done so ! O, I liave play'd a part 
Most mean and spiritless ! Have proffer'd smiles 
Where it behoved me to hntl frowns ! exclianged 
Kind Speech for ciireee, and grip'd hands with men, 
Witli wliom, liad I clasli'd daggers, I bad dono 
The proper thing ! WLat must men tliiuk of me '. 
lö there a lip I know, wliicli, did it speak 
The heart of tho owncr, would not curl at me ? 
0, God ! to be despised ! regarded as 
A thing, the man wlio understood bimaelf 
"Would nse bis foot to ! To despise one's seif ! 
That 's it! The scovn of all tho World beaide 
I condd endure, bad I mine owti content. 
Biit tbat is lost. Xo man can call nie worse 
Than I do knoiv niyself. 

Jso. Fernando — 

Fem. Kay! 
Suffer me speak, für it relieves my heart ! 
And as ycm love rae — wbich I knuw yo» do — 
Do not gainsay me ! I am a wretoh more fit 
To die tban live ! — and yet not fit to die ! 
For of all sins tbat on tlieir lieads men bear, 
The beaviest, because the inatrument 
Of wideat injurj-, are those which they 
Commit againat their country. I am fit 
For notbing bnt a beacon to point out 
The rock wbereon my lionour suffer'd wreck 
Tbat otber luen's may 'ecape it. 

Iso. "Was that rock 
Tby love for me ? 

Fmi. Love ?— Love ?— What do I kiiow 
Of love ? Where is the love I ought to bear 
My country? Love? — It is a boly paaaion ! 
Geiieroüs ! — exalted .' — with integrity, 
Lasting as adaniant ! — He can know nothing 
Of love like that who does not love bis country ! 

hn. Lov'at thou not me ? 
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Fern. Old Aogelo Martini ! 

Iso. Lov'st thou not me ! 

Ferrt. Angelo, my old master, 
Who taught me linw to guard a life, and take one, 
Waa murder'd yesterdav, because he alew 
A miscrcant — the foulest in tlie list 
Of Infamy's pernicioua sons ! Was hunted 
Like a wild beast that 's front a thicket Sprung 
By dogs, and chased for sport 1 I might have saved 

him, 
And didn't !— "Why ? — Because my heart was rotten ! 
I owed him manly knowlcdge — kindness — love. 
He loved me as big son. 1 suffer'd them 
To tunt him ! — wony him to death ! I did. 
Am I a man at all ? 

Iso. Lovest thou not me ? 

Fem. Ay, Isoline, aemuch 
As such a wretch can love !— Love thee ? — I do, 
And holily — if holy thing can dwell 
In most unhallow'd hahitation. Love thee ? 
How dare I love tbee? Temple as thou art 
Of tendemess, of chastity, and trutli ; 
Tnith raost ingenuous ! Is it thy arma 
I sbonld aapire to ? — Thine, my Isoline ! 
Whose foot ne'er spurn'd from thee a thing so baae 
As that which now, in utter mieery, 
I caat before it. [_Daskini/ himselfupon the ground. 

Iso. Eise, Fernando, rise, 
My lord- — my love ! Wliat liae afBicted thee 
To this severe extremity ! Fernando ! 
Thou scarest me ! Tliia passion hath no reason ! 
'Tis wantonneas of ftenzy ! — Dost thou hesu me ? 
If not thyself, dear love— conaider me ! 
That 's right ! — that 's kind ! — Give me thy band and 

I dream'd not this. Thank Heaven you 're calmer ! 

I thought I loved thee all that I could love, 

But now I find my love, diadaining bounds, 

Is endless and unfathomable. Now 

I find I loved thee but a little, and 

TVith that romain'd contented ; ne 



•dby Google 



198 JOHN OP PROCIDA. 

How misery endears, and what a lieap 

Of love was yet to come in company 

WitU thy afBiction. Wliat shall I do for thee ? 

I am thy bane !— a bliglit— a canker to thee ! 

Shali I die ? ^Plueks a daggcrfrom hu girdU. 

Fern. Hold ! — Stop ! — Kay let my dagger go ! 

Tso. You Lave gripM iiands, you said, with those 
witli whom 
You ought to have clasli'd daggers, and 'twas done 
For me ! — Don't liUFt me, dear Fernando ! There ! 

{Lets go ehe dagger. 

Fem. Are you mad ? 

ho. No ! — Calm as you are — you shall see. 

{^Goei to the dßor and throws it üp&t. 
The door is free ! — The firat, the last embrace ! 
And go ! 

Fem. Part ? — Nevor ! Thou art in niy arms ! 
Be thia embra<;e the knot miites us ever ! 
Corae woe ! — come death !— come every kind of bane ! 
Thou pattern of devotion ! Thou triie woman ! 
Thou ruby worth a mine, and fitly sot ! 
Which is tiie way ?— Where bidea the tioly man ? 
Is that the portal to the oratory ? 
What means thy clieek by dropping ou my breast ? 
I>oea it say " Yes? " — Hold up, mine owu dear love, 
-Vnd come along. We'U kneel to Heaven to-night, 
And trust to it for to-morrow. — Come, love, come. 



ACT IV. 
8CENE \.—A Chamber in the CastU. 

Enter Le Clbrc and Francois. 

Fran. I never saw a foast reaembled it ! 

Le Clerc. Like a mourning, air, wtiere peoplo wake 
The dead ; and to my tliought, tbe hridegroom was 
The corae ; the body whence the aoul bad fled ; 
And Vihereupon tbe bride look'd vacantly 
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Like widow at her husband on a bier. 

In whose deep woe the signa are swallow'd up, 

While those around look on and show tliey grieve ! 

Fran. Wlien were their nuptiaia solemnized ? 

Le Clffrc. Last night, 
And very privately, You did not know — 
You are but new arrived front Syracuse? 

Fran. Only in time to see the featival, 
If I may call it so, in hononr of them. 

Le Clerc. You know not then their nuptials were 
appointed 
For yeaterday — were on the very eye 
Of taking place ; nor what prevented tlieni ? 

Fran. No. 

Le Clerc. This way, then, and I will teil you. Here 
Are Company might interrupt US. Come ! ^Tfiey ffo out. 

Enter Martül and Ambrosk. 

Mar. Abatraction of that hne ne'er saw I yet 
In one so high in favour with good fortune ! 
Excesa of happiness, like that of grief, 
Will palay feeling, tili the owner seems not 
To know how hugely bleat he is ; but still 
Some token shows the natnre of the lapse. 
Here, none. Within tlie table'a breadth of him 
I aat, and mark'd him. 'Twas not feasting, sir ; ] 
He seem'd as he were jealous of the Tiands, 
Like one «pon his guard "gainst poiaon'd meats. 
He did not eat, but taste ; while, at bis aide, 
His bride^whose eyea, purveyors never weary 
Of catering for their lord, did ränge and ränge 
Tbe table over, to aelect for him 
Whate'er was daintiest — with busy Ups, 
Like pagea wUo their erranda hluahing teil, 
Did ever and anon commend to him 
The well-aeleeted cheer, but all in vain. 

Amb. I craved his leave to pledge him in a oup. 
He took the cup ; but, straight ita nse forgetting, 
Began to pore upon the rieh Contents : 
Then, as a thing one doea mechanically, 
" " ' g it to his lip, without the due 
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And custom'd courtesy, lio qaaff'd it off 
And set it down again. 

Mar. Eemark'd you not 
How atrainiogJy he fix'd upon the door 
His eyes, whene'er it clianced to open, aa 
He lijok'd for one to enter, he had ratlier 
Should keep away ? 

Am//. That Struck me very mueli. 
And brought to iiiind the unwelcome visitor. 
Broki) in upun his nuptials yesturday. 

Mar. So wiis't witli nie. For liiin, <ir soum one 
like liim, 
Be sure he look'd, with more of certainty 

Ttian doubt. The bride and bridegroum, and alone ! 

Let IIS withdraw nor mar theiv privacy. {_They ffo out. 

Enter Fernando QJirf Isoline. 

Fern. You are right, my love ; the grape is generoüs, 
And, nsed in the wise proportion, cheera the lieart. 

lao. You are better ! — are you not ? 

Frrn. Mueli ! — ^very much ! 

Iso. 0, blessed union tliat of twu makes one ! 
Oould 1, dear love, have bought the world just now 
By paying down for it one hearty smile, 
I iimst liave lost the bargain, aeeing thee 
Without one ! It was otlierwise before ! 
How often have I smiled at that same want ! 
B?it, now, comes o'er your louks the aliglitest eloud, 
AH light of niine is gone. — Fernando ! — Love ! 
Is it not Bweetest partnen' ' 

Fern. Itis. 

Tso. It is, indeed, niy luve ! Kay as I do ! 
It is, indeed, most sweet ! 

Fem. Indeed it is. 
Was 't not the Castle portal open'd now ? 
1 know its ponderona sound ! 'Tis »hut again ! 
Yes, itwasit! 

Iso. Whom look you for, dear liivo ? 
AH your good spirita gone ' 

Ferii. No, Isoline; 
-Vot al! of thciLi I— not half l—not any of them • 
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We'U spend the evening joyously, dear love ! 
Out-do the god of merriment himself ; 
And when he 's out of laughter lend him soiae 
And still ourselves hold on ! Who 'a there ? 

Enter Eugene and Others. 

Enff. My lord, 
We are paseiag to the hall-room. 

Fem. Pray pass on. 
And keep the measure «p ! 

Euff. We wil!, my lord. [^Goiny out leitk oikei 

Fern. That "a right ; and so will I ! 

/so. So do, dear love ! 
For me ! — Yoiir laoline ! — your bride '. — your wife I- 

Fer«. You aro niy wife! — The treasure of it 

Is treasure of my arma ! Who is rieh aa I, 
And say3 he is not happy ? Then is he 
Beyond the ministering of content, 
And be despair hia portlon ! I aro not 
A man like tha6. 

Iso. My love, this clieer makea sad. 

Fem. Makea aad ? 

Iso. It ia not of the kind gives cheer. 
It wants a qniet. 

Fem. Wantaaquiet? — Here 
Lay on my brow this white and velvet band 
Thou gavest me yesterday. 

Iso. It bums, dear love ; 
And yet how pale it is ! 

Fern. I have aeen a man 
In fever — he did bum, and yet was pale — 
Pale aa a corpse. 

Iso. Thoii hast no fever ? 

Fem. No. 
'XTie cup has pass'd too ofton to my ups— 
Not mach — only a time or two ! — What proves 
A spark to onc, another finds a fire. 
Don't heed it, deare^t life ! — Heaven, what a band ! 
Were it ethereal, yet were given to aense, 
What could be spared of it, ot added to it ? 
k3 
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Shape?— Xo! Hue?— No! Toucli?— No! Does il 

breatlie ? It does ! 
The airs of Heaven ! I will inhale tliem nearer 1 

[_Kissinff Jter Imiid. 

/.-■o. Tou flatter, dearcüt lord ! 

Fem. No, by my love. 

ho. Yea, by yyur love, indeed, dear lord, yuu du \ 
You are a culprit, who for witnesa calla 
Tlie arcli accomplice that would swear liini off. 

Fern. By all — [^Louis imters.'\ Ha! — 'Sdeatli. yoii 
tread on tiptoe, sir, 
You are at my clbow ere I tliink you there ! 

Louis. Your pavdon ! I was rausing, sir, and tlius 
Moved slow. *Tis stränge ! but in tho ball-room, dow, 
One cross'd me in a mask, and made me Start, 
By aometliiDg in liis carri^e and his form 
Eesembling one I niust have met, but where 
I cannot recollect, Wlioe'er it was, 
A fearfiil feeling tliat cross'd o'cr niy heart 
Aasurea me 'twas no fricnd. 

Fem. Wliat? Seem'd )ie old 
Or young ? 

Louis. Men^s figures do not teil their years 
Well as their faces do ; yet would I aay, 
Guessing thereby hia progress on life's road. 
He was more near the end tlian setting out. 

Fern. Commaadiag in his air ? 

Louis. Very. 

Fem. His gaJt 
Of most assured tread ? 

Louis. As he did spum 
The ground he walk'd on. He and I liave inot, 
But when, ur where, or upon wbat oucasiou, 
I can't retal, nor rest nntil I do. 
Farewell, and pardon me. "Tis very stränge ! [_Guissout. 

ho. \jo Fernando, wAo is lost in thougkt}. Dear 
hnsband, what is it [.OBBeast.s you ? 

Fern. Notliing ! 

Iso. O, love, be honest ' — It is h st 
Always.— If ovil conies of it at wor^t 
We have been lionest— thit will ccnifurt us. 
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Come ! — I will show you, what I teach, I do. 
I doii't believe our union will be bleat. 
You Start ! — and you yourself did teil me so, 
And now I teil it you ! — -I don't believe it. 
What then ?— Do I repent our union ! No 1 
My heaxt haa had ita wisli^ — I am tiiy wife. 
Knew I that I should die tlie very moment 
The prieat should bless us and declare us one, 
I had martied thee and yielded up my spirit, 
Thanking the gracious Hoavens, most bountiful, 
Which for that Httle moment made thee mine. 
Then cheer thee, love ; and be aasured of this — 
Were we to live the three-score yeara and ten, 
And then to die, being what now we are, 
We could not die more happy. Lose not now 
With caro for hy-<mA-hy, whate'er may come ; 
But leave 't with trust to Heaven ! 

Fem. 111 do thy will ! 
ni be myself !— The ball-room !_Come, love, con 



8CEKE \\.—A Ball-Room. 
Fernando, Isoline, and Othera ducovered, — A Dance. 

Fem. Surely the lightaomeat, moat graeeful form, 
And act of merriment ! Td give the world 
To have the mood of him who danced juat now. 
How he did seem to poiae him in the air, 
As he could hang there at his will, by which 
Alone he aeem'd to come to earth again ! 
He did not spring, but fly ftom step to step ! 
With joints that had not free-er play'd, methinka, 
Weve hingea made of air and theirs were such ! 
Yet could they plant themaelvea, I Warrant me, 
To meet a shock ! These spirita are fine thinga, 
Snbtle as quickailver ; only they freeze 
Sooner than water ; one cold breath, and ice ! 

Ito. Will you not dance ? 

Fem. No. 

Ito. "Tia expected, love, 
lipon yonr nuptial day. 
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Fern. I ivould not daiice. 

ho. N() niore wuulil I, (ieat love, ti> pleaae mysflf ; 
Bnt we niuat lielp the mirtli tliat's maiie for UB, 
And dso will flag, and die. A feast, in tliia, 
la like a fray, w-hereiii tlie side is lost 
Whdse leader is not furcmoat, clieering it. 
For niy sake only ! I niust bear tlie blanie 
Seem you to lack content. Tliey will believe 
You do repent yoii of yoiir bai^in, lovr. 
Woiiidyou liketliat?— Wliat had you done a month 
Agil, liad I refuaed to dance with yoii ' 
How liad yon look'd as all tlie world were lost : 
TJrgcd nie again — again ; at every tum 
Youv voice yet more attuning to tlie tone 
Tliat melts ; invoking nie in tbe dear name 
Of pity and whate'er is kin to ber. 
I had heard, iu tbeae things, niairriage turns the tablea, 
And aiie that once was woo'd mnst come to woo, 
But little dream'd to find it out so sooii. 

Fern. Sweet love, we'll danco ! Tby fair liand gwv 
tome. 
And, witli it, give tby pardon. 

Iso. Tliere, Fernando. 
A sei ! — a set ! — Tbe bride and bridegroom's set ' 
Partners l^Your fair friends, gentlemen — a set 
To try the breath ! — Ho, muaic there ! — a strwn 
Of brilliant iignre ! 

^Phocida in the dresg ofa cavalier, andmashed, 
uppmrs opposite to Fernando. vsIiq ai oncf 
•reeoyräses }iim.~\ 

Mar. Hear you, airs ? Tlie bride 
Commftnds the dance^your very newest atrain. 
So 'tis the choicest, too. "We are ready, niadaiii. 
So please you take your place. 

ho. Firnando, what 's 
The mattir! — Wbo is be yuu gaze npoii ''. 
Do you know hini 'i 

Fem. Don't you recoUect bim ? 

Iso. No— 
Not in that maak. Wbo is be ? 

Fem. Xevor mind. 
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Iso. His preBenoe troubles you ! Whoe'er he is 
I '11 liave liim straight remoTed. 

Fem. Not for the world ? 
He wants nie ! 

Iso. Let him wait tili by-and-by ! 
I'll speak to him inyself and pray him go, 
And come some other time. 

Fem. Stay, laoline ! 
I would not for a mine thoii spokest to him ! 
I'll speak to liim «lyself! 

Iso. Remember, love, 
The dance is waiting. 

Fem. Were't a King that waited. 
He must, until I spoke to him that 's yonder! 
Where can I take him to ? — to be alone ? 

Iso. Thegarden. 

Fem, Right ! Wlien we have made an end, 
By the weat door he can depart unseen. 

Iso. 0, hnsband ! 

Fem. Let me have my way in this, 
For I must ! Look, love ! Not surer to thy wrist 
Is kiiit thy Land than I am knit to tliee ! 
They cannot aever us, but I must perish ! 
So now, no let, love, if you Talue me ! 

Iso. Our friends, who look for ms — 

Fem. He looks for me ! 
Women, they say, are at invention quick — 
Prove it ao now, and never more be need ; 
And be my sweet apologist. \_Crosses to Phocida. 

Say naught, 
But foUow me ! 

[Procida and Fernando disappeaT among Ihe Company. 

Iso. Your pardon, friends, I pray you. 
One, in some ease of kecnest urgency, 
That nceds my hushand's presence, takes him hence. 
Pray you proteed, I'li play the lookor-on 
'Till he repairs his fault to you and me, 
Taking his promised place, The music, there ! 



J^uk Xentering hattili/']. Break off the dance !- 
enemy is here ! 
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Lady, I liave recall'd tlie narae of liim 

Whose ptesence stnick nie so unwelcomely — 

A foe, the subtlest and tnost powerfu! 

That France could find in Sicily ! When lately 

On missiün fcom the King I did sojonrn 

At tlie cüurt of Spain, came tliither a Siciliaii 

With cliarges foul 'gainat France, and praying aid 

To second some great blow, he said, the friends 

Of Sicily did meditate. Tliat man 

Was hc wliose form camc o'er my spirits like 

An apparition, even now — hia nanie 

Is John di Procida ! I have alarm'd 

The guard ; apprised your father of his danger, 

And search ia now on foot which all must join. 

[Tab Companif ai oiice dUperee in various 
direetione — occastonally pas&ing to and fru 
in the Back Ground. 
Iso. Ambrose ! — Le Clerc ! Sirs, you are iiien of 
honour. 
You know me, too, a woman of that kin. 
You'U do my bidding, whatsoe'er it is ? 
Ami. & Le Clerc. Yes ; hy these tokens. 

[^Kiednif the liilts of tkeir swords. 
Iso. Good sirs, follow nie- [They go mit. 



SCENE III.— TAe Garden of the Cmk. 
Enter Pkooida and Fernando. 

Fern. Now, sir, your will with mc ? 

Pro. That'a right ! I am glad 
Thou darest not call me father ! 'Tis a sign 
Thou hast a sense of sliame, and that 's a virtue, 
Althougb a poor one, fitter far to weep at 
Than smile at. You have done your fatlicr's will ? 
You are ready for that oath ? 

Fem. I'll not deny 
My disobedience, sir. 

Pro. You'll not deny < 
You can't ! — You have man-ied her ! Yet, if my soi 
Though in the one cngagement thou hast fail'd, 
Thou yet wilt keep the otiier. 
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Fem. Take that oath ? 
I oannot now ! 

Pro. You can ! — You ought ! — You ahall ! 
Fem. I am a man, sir! 
Pro. Ay ? What kind of one ? 
Fem. Maybe a weak one ; yet I date abide 
The isaue of my weakness, and I will. 
Not breaking trust with those it haa mialed 
To knit their fatea to mine. 

Pro. You call this manliood? 
Äy, in a man not wortli the name of one ! 
How dareat thou pvate of keeping trust to me, 
With whom thou hast ao vilely broken trust ? 
So lately, too ! Thou promisedst yesterday 
Bring back a son to me ! Where is he, sir ? 
Why muat I come to aeek him, and, inatead, 
Behold a reereant ! 

Fem. Better, sir, we pait, 
Than hold discourse on terms unequal thus, 
That I muat bear alonc, and you iuflict. 

Pro. No! We won't part 1 You comealong with me! 
Fern. Never ! 

Pro. As you 're my son I'll have it ao ! 
Fern. Vü not foraake the woman of my soul, 
Who to my bosom hath heraelf aurrendered. 
Come woe ! Come shame ! Come ruin ! True to me, 
ril not foraake her ! Yea, come deatli, Hl clasp her 
Long as my breast doth heave ! 

Pro. You tbink this manhood 
Again ? Sir ! 'tis not what a man darea do, 
Nor wLat'a expected from him by a man, 
But what Heaven Orders him to do, — 'tis that 
He ahould do. Heaven expects we keep its laws; 
May we make league then with the foes of Heaven ? 
Or having made it, may we keep it. No ! — 
Else we shall fotfeit Heaven ! This base alliauce 
la even such a league. Break it ! 
Fem. No ! 
Pro. No?— 
Listen, degenerate boy! I'll teil thee that. 
In tearing wliich from me thou dost as bad 
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As tbough my breast thou didst rip open, and 
Piuck out my hoart alive ! You neTer knew 
Ä motiier? 

Fern. I remember there was ono, 
lipon wbüse breast I used to lic. 

/'(■". 'Twas slio. 
Sh6 Uad a mother's breast— the heart within 
Becoming ite fair lodge — adorniog it 
Witli all tlie sweet affeotions of her sex, 
And holy virtues that keep watch fov tbem ! 
Thou art hke her ] Doat thou matk ? Thou art like 

And so, I saw thou wast, npoii her lap - 
A little liaby looking np at her ! 
Thou wast her fir^t child, and her only one ! 
Tliou mayst buheve she loved thee ! 

Fem. Doe? she live? 

Pro. No ; did slie live, I werc not n 
Debating witb thee, Thou liadst granted her 
What tliüu dcniest nie. Wonldat thou behold her^ 
Look here ! Was that a woman ! 

^Drawinp a miniature from kis breast. 

Fem, Heaveus ! how fair ! 

Pro. Was that a woman ? 

Fem. Yes ! 

Pro. No, boy! Slic was 
An angol ! [_Puttinff up the miniaiure. 

Fem. Let me look agaiu ! 

f Pbociua holiU ü to Fernando, viho take» it, aiid 
aßer looking at it j's about to kiifi it. 

Pro. Furbear ! 
Thou sbalt not kiss it ! No, nor breatbe upon it ! 
Tbere ia contact on thy lips, at thought of whieh, 
Had she survived the min of my hold, 
And now were liring, that sweet face, thou aeeat 
The limning of, had to the 'haviour tum'd 
Of deadly loathing !— of black hon-or !— aught 
That 's removed farthest from that smüe of Heaven ! 
Had any mock'd that face, what were hc to thee ? 

Fern. An cnemy ! 

Pro. Ilad any sniitten it ? 
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F&m. I had lopp'd liis band off, and then sniitten him 
To tlio heart ! 

Pro. Had any brought the blush upoE it — 
Tbe huming blusb wbich innocenue enJurea, 
Compell'd by him who does a. deed so damn''d 
That murder spurns it, will not bide with it ? 

Fern, I had hack'd liim limb from limb ! — alain him 
by inchea ! 

Pro. Tliou hadst ! 

Fern, Ihad! 

Pro. Back to the Castle, then ; 
To the rooni I bruught thee from, the festal room, 
Where for tliy nuptials they keep holiday, 
And wben thou meet'st the master of the tnirth, 
Tlie Governor — tbe father of tby wife — 
Him tbou art now a son to — teil him — mark me '. 
Teil him— that very — tliat identical man — 
He was the miscreant, to tby motber did 
That Tery shame !■ — then nerve tby filial arm. 
And back him limb by limb and inch by inch, 
As though in every atom lay the heart 
Of the aocursed spoiier. — Go ! — Do tbat, 
And then come back : and kiss tby mother's face ! 

Fem. I hear and doubt I hear. 

Pro. Then iist again. 
And doubt no more. 'Twas during a brief truce. 
He was my guest — a gnest 's a sacred thing ; 
But, if he is, a host is aacred too. 
My wife with me did ministur to him 
The rites of huspitality^ — ^and what 
Was the return ? — such love indulged for her, 
Aa meditated bane of life to me ! 
He did not dare to breathe it — he but look'd it ! 
She saw what troubled her, and, like a wife 
Perfect in honour — of herseif best guardian — 
At once refuaed her presence on aome plea 
That warded cbance of quarrel, while it balk'd 
Licentiousness of opportunity. 
Tbis when the truce was ended, ehe did teil me. 
Dost tbou breathe thick ? — I do, and muat take 
breath, 
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For wliat'a to come You listeu, do you not? 
You look like stone ! 

Fern. I know not what I am ! 

Pro. Well ! — War again. — Where was your father ? 
— Whero 
Behovea a loyal subject be — in tlie ranks 
Of the king when he takea the field, — You know we lost 
The day. Palermo, Syracuse, Messina, 
All bcnt tlie knee to the coiiqueror. Was I 
His subject ? No ! — Was I a vebel to liiin ? 
No ! — Why then should I be ptoscribtd ? 

Fern. Proscribed! 

Pro. I was so ! — Keep tiiy wonder ! What 's bebind 
Will want it. TliroTigh the arts of that samo man — 
Of him thou now art knit up with throngh thy union 
With bis pemiciouä child — was thy own fatlier 
Proscribed, Have patience ! His posaessions cast 
At the feet of a licentious soldiery 
To scramble for and ravage. 

Fern Infamy ! 

Pro. I say again have patience. " Infamy '." 
No, not at all — not wortli a passing frown. 
The deed 's to come. My Castle did remain ; 
That, the afch-spoiler to himself reserved 
For plunder — for tby mother shelter^d there ! 
She was the quairy wbich this bird of prey 
Had mark'd out for his pounce — wbich, wlien he saw 
'Twas Sure, he made ! — sweptdown with ruthless wing, 
When nunc was near to cleave him ere he Struck, 
Or scare him from his prcy ! Do you hcar a shriek ? 

Fem. Sir? 

Pio. Do you hear a shriek ? 

Fer>i. No. 

Pro. Are you sure ? 

Fern. I am ; for never do I hear a shriek 
Bnt my heart leapa as throngh my breast 'twould burst 
Its way ! I cannot bear to hear a shriek ! 

P)-o. Thou heard'st thy motlier's ! as the raYisher 
Waved o'er thy head bis coward blade, through terrot 
At thy impcnding death, to win from her, 
What, süoner than yield np, she had lost herseif 
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A hundred thouaand lives ! — She swoon'd away ! 
My heart tums sick, and my brain teels ! Thy arm !— 
Away ! thou worse than matricide — thy touch 
With a Bew horror strings my oervea anew 1 

Fem. Why waa thia tale reserved? — not told 
before ? 

Pro. Because I foiind tliee apt, as I believed. 
In taking np the hint of honour ; nor 
Admitted fear it could be thriiwn away. 
Life 's strong in me to teil the tale and live 1 
How she contriTed escape, to teil it me, 
It mattera not — the last word coat her dear — 
'Twas bought witb her last breath, — You come with 
me? 

Fem. I am a doomed man ! — My lot, on earth, 
Is cast in utter misery ! — For me, 
Not in the wide world bloonis that blessed Spot 
I can find comfort in ! 

Pro. Find Duty, boy ; 
And take tliy chance for comfort. 

Fern. I can't leave her ! 
Do wrong to her did ever good to me ! 
I took her for all chance, and through all chance 
I'll cleave to her. In cloiid I wedded her, 
And thunder shall not scare me from hei now ! 
No blame is hers. — I awear that she iagood, 
Loves holily as heartily. Is a gern 
Of crystal trath — a mine of every ore 
Of excellence — a paragon of worth. 
Well as a paragou of loveliness. 
Is ehe her father'a band or foot, that you 
Or I should spum her for her father'B fault ? 
High Heaven did frame her, as it frames ua all, 
Not of the temper of our parentage, 
But of the attributes itaelf vouchsafes us. 
Hearen framed her to he loved- — -if to be loved. 
Theo, cheriah'd ! — I have awom to cherish her — 
I'll keep my oath ! — I will not give her iip. 

Pro. Then, rauat I leave thee to thy fate ! 

/«». \_mitering~\. Stop, sir ! 
You are John of Procida ! 
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Pro. I ain. 

fso. The foe 
Ot France ; and, chiefly, of a son of hers 
Who calls me cliild. 

Pro. I am tiie foe of France, 
And chiefly foe of him tliou speakeat of. 

[go. What ttiadness broiight thee hither ? 

Pro. Madness ?— Right ! 
Hope of reclaiming a degenerate son, 
Sf>ell-bouad hy love where it behoves him loathe ! 

Isn. Your lifo 's in jeojjardy ! — Yoii are discover'd ! 
Come in tliere !— Gentlemen, you'Il guard him aafely. 
And suffer nonc to question him or touch liim ; 
Nor must you leave liim tili he is thoroughly 
Beyond tlie reach of danger. 

Pro. Gracioua Powers ! 
Do yon rebuke nie thua ? — is't thus you show it ? 

/«o. You are my enemy — and yet my father ! 
Fatlier to him — to me a dearer seif. 
I'll answer witli my life, slr, for the safety 
Of every hair of your liciiil. 

Pro. Fernando! 

Fem. Sir? 

Pro. Come hither ! — Lady, place your hand in mine. 
Ttieee hands that met, tili now, againat my will, 
New, with my will, I join, and add thereto 
My blessing ! — Ulay I, Heaven ?^I ask tuo late 1 
Tis doue ! — A promise, tady I 

Ixo. It h given ! 

Pro. See that it be fulfili'd. You will repair 
To-night, ote at tlie zenitli atops the moon, 
There, westward of Measina, on the coaat, 
Wbere, when the waves and winds are boisterous, 
Tlie fiahermen tlieir little fleets embay, 
And, in thuir snug huts uestling at their eaae, 
Sraile and grow jocund at t!ie storm without. 
You know the ]ilace ? 

ho. l do— I will be there ! 

Pro. And so will I — and you shali find a friend ! 
[_ Tkey go out u 
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SCEiJE l.—A Bay near Messina.— The Sea.—Fisher- 
nten's Boats; in the oßng a Fleet.^Moonl^kt. 

Enter John op Pkooida and Gi'iscabdo. 
Ptv- Tou look your news ! 'Tis dire, but not im- 
welconie, 
Nor out of place oor out of season, that 
Men should cry " God forbid !" — ^That is, good meii. 
It is tlie scourging, at report of wliich, 
Men that rely on Heaven, upon their breasta 
Do cro93 tbeir arms and, slmddering, ]ook up, 
In dread, yct gratitade. Chance has outdone 
Foresight ; and preparation, looking on 
With idle haiids, can scarce beheve its eye3 
To aee the work it labour'd for fulfill'd 
Almost without its aid. Teil me again 
The cause and manner of the massacre ; 
And leisurely. Wliat you related now 
Seeme like a dream, whiuh lie tbat has awaked from 't 
Tries to recal, but finds the substance vapour, 
"Which in the tracing of it — vanishes '■ 
You Said, the hour of the vespers ? 

Guis. Yes ; tliat hour, 
That annual hour religiously obaerved 
In Sicily, our tyrants inade a plea 
For new and worse aggression, On pretence 
Our act of piety might mask revolt, 
Aaaembling in such numbers ; though we leid 
Cur Warrants in our hands, our wives and children, 
Wliich, who that loved them, would to strokes expoae 
From swords and knives in audden tumult drawn, 
Where rage might misa a foe and smite a friend ? 

Pro. Well, upon thia pretence, ordera, you said, 
Were pass'd to search for arms — 

Guü. Heaven, the acts 
Of an unbridled sohliery— -of men 
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Wbo reokon war ii game — regarding all 

The cliarities-^tlie tender oharities 

Of human life— as stakes ! — Interpreting 

Thia order by the hint of most depra^ed 

And devilish appetite, the mymiidons 

Of France presented to amazed Palermo, 

O'er-acted in her streets, exposure, which 

Her liberal haunts keep cloae — attested by 

The sbrieks of maids and matrons, powerless 

Witli loathing amd affrigUt ; whose friends look'd »i 

Aghast witli rage tUat knew not wliere to tum. 

Pro. Go on !^I see it ! 

Guis. Know you tine Venoni, 
The son of Nicolo Venoni ? 

Pro. No; 
But koew bis father well. 

Gvis. He married lately, 
And bis young bride, accoinpanying liim 
To cburch, was thns encounter'd. Now, Venoni, 
That kind of spirit is endow'd witli, which, 
If once 'tis chafed, serves ita own impulse solely, 
Reokless of cost. As a bigh-temperd borse 
Tbat 'a rashly given the spur, tbrows off all gnidant 
Save tliat of ita own fury ; spikes itaelf 
lipon a palisade, pluiiges into 
A flood, or dasbea o'er a precipioc 
As soon aa keep the road- With naked band 
He Struck tho caitiff down ! 

Pro. 'Twas Uke the sod 
Of bis fatber ! — 'Twas well done ! 

Guts. How one brave man 
Showing hioiself will make a tliousaad brave 
That play'd the bound before ! The miscreant 
At once was stoned to death. Hia fellows, aeeing, 
For the first time, bow, more from babitude 
Than proper power, a bandful aways a crowd, 
To save themselves toot straigbt to flight. And no 
Tlie uproar l — While the guard did beat to arms, 
The Citizens, the women and their tty 
Huddling into their housea, witbout heed 
Wbetlier tbeir own or neigbbours', and, as freely. 
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Such weapons snapping up as came to band, 
Trebled io numbers from the rouaing cry 
Of the exploit, which ran like wildflre through 
The city, shouting for Enfranchisement, 
Vengeance, and Freedom, towards the citadel, 
Devoted, moved — one atreet of waving blades ! 

Pro. The sight did slay their enemies ! 

Guis. It did ! 

Pro. No monster half so dire as that which meets 
The eye of tyranny, when it beholds 
Its tliralls make staod against it all at once, 
While at its foot it thought tliem ! They o'erthrew 
The garrisott ? 

Guts. O'erthrew ? — Ay, did they, sir, 
As the red flood of Etna would a wall 
"With touthing it. Then came the Massacre, 
'Mid yells for quarter, answer'd by despair. 
The strugglJDgs then— the blows — the kinda of death ! 
Some falling by a single stroke, and some 
By none at all but grasp of strangling horror, 
By piecea some deapatoh'd — gash npon gash — 
Their bodies hack'd, yet life without a wound. 
How variously they met their fate— some mad, 
Some as all sense were lapsed, some seeking it — 
Some flying from it ; and with all the sigoa 
As the blood works in such exttemity! 
Some, pale as ashes ; some, with face on fire ; 
Some, black as though with premature congealing ! 
Here teara ; there scowla ; there laughtei — yes, I saw 
Some that did die with laughter ! Some did groan 
And aome did shriek. Most died with curses. Few 
With prayers, and they were niix'd with imprecations. 
Not one encounter'd death with constancy, 
But all as to its pangs were superadded 
The sharper stings of conscience. 

Pro. Mercy, Heaven, 
TJpon their souls ! 

Guu. Their wives and ohildren, now 

Pro. Don't teil me that again ! I shudder still ! 
The work of slaughter should liave stopp'd at them, 
Woman and infancy have Nature's word 
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Against tlie blowa of Dien wlioni slie madi' streng 

Für their protection. It is dainagc done 

Irreparable to a righteous cause, 

TVhich, eise, all men cöntemporary with it, 

As weil as all to coiiie liad wholly lauiled. 

It is a glorioHs pagc in liistory, 

So bfotted, men will say of it, hereafter, 

As well as now, " Butter it ne'cr were written !' 

. Nay, John of Procida, tliat friend whose zcal 
e tu Tou, and your trust in whom 
Made hini tUe master of your liiding-place — 
For, it behoved yiiu, being wliat you are, 
Tlie friend of Sleily, liko a wild beast 
Tu liouse— — -tliat friend, witli utUer thouglits tlian 

yonra 
Beileid the work of vengeance. In t!ie itiidat 
His voice was loudest, " Deatli to all that 's Frencli '■ 
Spare not — nor sex — nur agu ! " 

jPro. I loTe tlie zeal, 
Eut hate the excess. 

Guts. Tliink 'twaa the lava, air ; 
And had it been, wliat tlien would you hnve eaid i 
But, tbat it was tlie band of Heaven stretcli'd furtli 
Most rigbteonsly. Für wfaen was niercy shown 
To HS or ours by them ? To say no more, 
Our msters, wives, and da«g!it«rs, with their dieeks 
Burning at sliantes, to think on, drivea iis mad, 
Cried for atonement not ono tittle aliort 
Of that wbich we exacted ! Be prepared. 
Palenno marches on Messina. Not 
A minute but she's nearer, by the strides 
Injpatient vengeance takes, with first success 
Fluah'd and invigorated. You are look'd for, 
As soiil and limb of the enterprise. Beware, 
The fire you wish to blaze, you put not out, 
By damping it. For nie, my sword abstains 
From nothing that owns kindred witli the blood 
Whose pestilcnt nature, worse tban pestilence, 
Has scourged my native land. Look to yourself, 
Fernando ! lüm/i^n out.^ 

Pro. By that name ttiey call iiiy son ! 
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Is he devoted ? Friend ! — No ! Let me think ! 

No ; better I remove him from the rage 

I might in vain attempt to mitigate ; 

They shall depart togetlier, Who goes tliere ? 

Francisco ? 

EnHr Francisco [a Sat/or]. 

Fran. Yee. 

Pro. You keep your time. Where lies 
The boat 1 

Fran. In the shade of yonder jutting rock 
On which the moonbeam strikes. 

Pro. 'Tia well ; when those 
With whom I mean to freight her ahall arrive, 
I 'II summen you ; when they are safe bestow'd, 
PuU for the fleet, right to the Admiral'a ship. 
Away and watch. QFramcisco goes.'^ Nature forebodes 

a shock. 
She 19 not herseif, bnt motionless and atili, 
Like one that holda bis breath with streng suspense. 
Etna seems dead, ae thougb her fires were out. 
At mom I watch'd her, and again at noon, 
At sunaet last ; I could not see a reek ; 
No, not so muoh as the light gauzy wreath 
Shook from the veil which vaporous night hath left. 
And moming, lifting with his glowing hand, 
Melts, as he touohee, into viewless air! 
Charybdis holds her peace and Scylla sieeps ! 
The welkin does not atii. A heaviness, 
Stillness, and silence, all unwonted, and 
Portentous, hold possession of the world 
As on the eve of some dread prodigy ! 

Fernando and Isolinb enter. 

Fem. Who is there ? 

Pro. A friend. 

Fem. Myfather? 

Pro. Yes, my son. 
You are come in time. Methinks not yet the nioon 
Hath topp'd the hill of night. How is it, lady ? 
YoM eeem to droop? 
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Iso. 'Tis very sultry, air. 
I never feit the like. There's not a lircath. 

Pro. No ; not a breatl, indefd. 'Tis a dcep (.■alm. 
Wilt tnist me, lady, aa » frieud ? 

ho. I will ! 
As better tlian a friend — a fatlier, air. 
The father of my huaband ! — by that title 
In a brief liour almost as mucli endear'd 
Äs 1)c who call'd me daughter all my life. 

Pro. A most sweet nature ! Slaugliter shall not fortu 
The lieuse of such a heart. Fernando ! 

Fem. Sir ? 

Pro- Anon a atorm ■will hurst npon Measina 
Moro fierce tlian evet yet the elements 
Did in their fury hreed. Do you see a cloud ? 

Fern. No. 

Pro. Understand me, then. 

Fern. I understand yon ! 

Pro- It brings no squall, no holt, yiin flcdtneed fear. 
Tbere yon shall house to- night— yoar hride as well. 

Fern- 3Iy fatlier — 

Pro. Feace ! — Believe I love you, lady ; 
Not that I aayso, but tliat I will ahow yim 
The deeds of love. Behoves it, thougli, at prescnt, 
YüU givo me credit on my word alone. 
And largely, too, 

!sn. To what amonnt you will. 
Pro^-ided, shoTild you fall— and that, I am sure, 
Would be tlie shame of fortune and not youra, — 
My loaaea only light npon myself. 

Pro. 'Tis frankly answer'd. Fi-ankly, then, thus far 
Give me your confidence on trust aione. 
Tu cliange, to-night, your lodging for a berth 
On board a haique tliat rides in yonder flvet, 
Wlieroof the chief beara mc a brother's love, 
Which I, witli the like, retum. Ilard by there wait^ 
A hoat, and he that holda your band e'en now. 
And bas most riglit to it of all the world, 
Shall go along with yoti. 

Fern. O father, thanks ! 

[so- For what, duar Iiusband ? TJiose wcre hearty 
tliaiikn ' 
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Such payment waits not on small benefits. 
What IieaTy debt do you and I incur 
By aleeping, love, on board yon fleet to-night, 
That you acknowledge it so largely ? 

Fem. Nay ! 
Question not, aweet ! but oome ! 

Iso. Nay ; by your leaye, 
IUI tbinlt a little first. The thanka you pay 
Mind me of thanka which I myself do owe 
And ougbt to pay as well aa you.— Did we lodge 
Witli a mere friend — a fiiend of every day — 
Tlie common'at feiend— we would not leave bis houae 
Without " Good-bye and thank you." I have lived 
With a goöd friend of ntine for twenty years — 
One that did cause me make hia house my own ; 
As welcome to it every bit as much 
Aa he himself ! — Should I treat sueli a friend 
Worse thao I v.-ould a friend of every day ? 
No, love. — I'll go. — But you and I mnst bid 
" Good-bye and thank you " to my fatlier first. 

Pro. [aside1\. That note doth jar the tune that now 
ran sweet ! 

Iso. Wliat Is't ofFends your father, that he frowns 
And moves with step disturb'd ? What angers liim V 
I See ! I See ! — I muat retnm to mine. 

Fem. It may not be ! 

Igo. Nay, by your leave, it must ! 
And say it mnst, dcar love ! Oh, mate me not 
The thing I would not be — a froward wife, 
'Tis tirae enough for that — if e'er that come, 
Which ril be bound 'twill never with my will. 
I wonld not for a thousand thousand woricis 
Gainaay you any time, and chiefly now, 
Juat when I havc paid my freedom down for you. 
Oh, be a gentle master to me, love ! 
Don't overtask me, leat the duty, which 
Twere sweetnesa to discharge, grows wearineas. 
And I do cast the heavy bürden down 
I lack the strength to bear. 

Fern. This onee be ruled ! 
Only this onee, and I'U obey you, love, 
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For all my life to come ! Give you command, 
Aod try to overtask me, if you will, 
And See if I coniplaiu — much less rebel. 
Bear with me only now i 

ho. I will not, love, 
Unlesa I kiiow tlic reason ; and when known, 
Approve of it. Husband, deal fair with me, 
Is't fit I do tlie tliing my bowI condomns? 
IIow may it fare with you ? Is she a wife 
Wlio, aa a daughter, falls ? She cannot bc, 
Duty is uniform where duty is, 
And can no more with disobedienoe bido 
Than honesty with fraud. Am I not right ? 
Am I the guardian of your honour, love ? 
Ay, before any one ! — before yourself ! 
Then by niyself must I approve the tcust. 
And make fidelity my law in all tliings. 
I'l! See my father ere I seek yon fleet, 
Or know the reason why I must not aee bim, 
And find that rcasun right. 

Pro. Yet more and more 
It turns to discords ! — Girl ! your liusbaiid'a lifo 
Depende on your obeying bim. 

Jso. Does mine ? 

Pro. Yes. 

Im. And my father's, too? — I'lt answer — Nu. 
I comprehend. Some storm that's gathering 
Around my father, you would save me from, 
And, to that end, would counsel me fontake bim. 
Forsake my father ! — Sir, are you a father 
To counsel so a child ? Is this the ruin 
You told nie of, and would have left me to, 
Fernando ? — but you did not leave me ! — No ! — 
You were mine own love still ! Sir, have you rule 
Over the wiud that brings this tliunder eloud, 
Divert it ! Tbink liow merciful is Heaven, 
And copy it ! My father is your foe, 
But spare him — I spared you ! 

Pt-o. I would return 
YoTir bounty, would you let me. 

ho. Could I let you, 
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On terms like yours, I were unwortliy of it ! 
Plead for my father ! Will you not, Fernando ? 
Do it ! — He was a father, love, to you ! 

Pro. Do it, and think upon your mother, boy ! 
Are you a man ? — The boat lies round the rock ; 
There Stands your wife ; Destruction ia at band. 
Selze her and snatch her from it 1 

leo. If he datea ! 
'Twould make me hate him ! — Yes, Fernando — love 
Can tum to e'en aa opposite a thing 
Äs hate ! — ay, in a moment ! — Do not try it ! 

Pro. Listen, and leam the fate that threatens you, 
And I would aave you from ! The men that were 
But yesterday the Spaniels of the French, 
To-day are bloodhounds that eat up their masters. 
Palermo knows it ! Of thy country, all 
That late drew breath in her have proved it — Man, 
Woinan, and Child ! The rule is Massacre ! 
And now the dogs, mad with the game of blood. 
Hark bither to repeat it. — There tbey are ! 

Iso. Where? 

Pro. Don't you hear? 

Iso. I do ! — a diatant sound. 

Pro, It is their yelping as tbey speed along 
On foam with haste and fury. Save your wife ! 

Iso. Fernando, toucb your wife and ahe's » corpse ! 
Make but the offer and she slays herseif! 
Which is tbe way ? — Point out the way to me — 
The way to my father ! — God ! which ia the way ? 

Pro. They '11 intercept you ere you reach the town ! 

Ito. Were it the !ava that came boiling on 
I'd cross it to my father ! 

Pro. You folget 
Your husband ! 

Iso. He ia aafe — my father not : 
I now am wife to danget ! 

Fem. Isoline ! 

Iso. Ha! — Yea! — There 'tia! — That light — 0, 
hlesaed light ! 
Biest though 'tis shining from a tomh ! — I greet it 
As nevet did I yet the riaing sun. [_Rashes out. 
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Pro. \jtoppinff Fernando]. Wiiitiier, my boy ? 

Fem. Pather, tn bring her back, 
Or sliare her fate ! 

Pro. Fernando ! 

Fem. Better die 
Than live — and, lionour dead— nay, manliood dead, 
Still bear thy name, living of all mankind 
Tbe execration ! Farewell, father ! 

Pro. Stop! 
Embrace me ere you go ! 

Fern, \jtrugglmg wxtk Pbocida]. Nay, fatlier ! 

Pro. Nay, 
Biit I will hold thee, boy ! 

Fem. She vanisbes ! 
I bave lost sigbt of her ! — Ü, loose tliy hold ! 

Pro. I cannot part with theo ! 

Fern. She will escape me ! 

Pro. Heavens, ia my atrength gone from me J— Is 
ray cbild 
Stronger than I ? — Can I believe I have dwindled 
White he has grown to brawn ! 

Fem. {hwrHing away}. Fajowell 1 

Pro. He is gone ! 
And I am desolate in tbe world again ! 
0, tbe fine natura tbere tbat's mn to waste ! 
Hark i— TLey are near tbe town.— Wby, Procida, 
Where ia thy cause? — that which was wife, son, all 
On earth was dear to thee ? Who roased the spirit 
Tbat leads tho march of deatli in progress, now ? 
Tlion ! — Where thy post tben ?— bere, or at ita head, 
Directing it ? Forgive me, Sicily, 
Forgive nie, martyr king !— and, Liberty, 
Disown me not ; I ever was thy son ! 
Away the private care ! Tbe public cause 
Engross the beart I once gave iip to it. 
And now give up again ! Quail, Tyranny ! 
ITp, Freedom ! — ^Claim your rights — and have tbem, 
toü ! \_Gaes off. 
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SCENE II, — A Chamber in tke Castle, hond knoek- 
ing outside, repeated fwo or three timea. 

Enter fr rmi the opposite aide ämbbosb hastily. 

Amh. Give o'er! — "What makes you knock so loud? 
Oomein! \_Opens. 

Louu \jmteri-ng]. The Govemor ! 

Amb. He sleeps. 

Louü. Awaken him ! 

Amb. Must I ? — Till now he has not tasted rest ; 
His mind diatemper''d by unquiet thoughts, 
Things of no substaiice — visions, which his fancy 
Hath conjured up to cheat his senses with ; 
Gazing on air, as 'twere endued with form, 
Sinewa and motion ; and with silence liolding 
Discourse, as it could hear, and had a tongue. 
Sieep hath but new oomposed bim ; I am loth 
To abridge her friendly visit. 

Louis. Better thou 
Tban death ! Mesaiaa swarms on everyhand 
Witb signs of ferment. Ere tbe custom'd ho«r 
The Citizens forsake their couches for 
The ficarcely lighted streets ; and frequent pass 
From honse to bouse, or here and there in groups 
Stand muttering to one anotber; while 
On our patrols, for whom they scarce make way, 
Instead of looks of deprecation, scowls 
They cast, that talk of blood as openly 
As threats of murder. Sometbing ia on foot 
Which instant wide esample may auppreaa, 
Whereto we w«t the will of the Govemor. 

Amb. Fll call him then.- — Soft, — heisbere! Observe, 
Attired aa yesterday, rejecting all 
The applianoes of sleep ! 

Goe, [enterijiffj. I am the dupe 
Of mine own fancy, and I know it ; yet 
I am its dupe ! My reason doth give way. 
I come from my own Chamber, where I stood 
Just now in the hall of John of Procida. 
I knew 'twaa my own chamber, yet it seem'd 
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Hig hall ; and at tlie Turtlicr end tliere aat 

His wife, or elso a apectve in her sliape. 

She d!d not breatlie, metliought, and yet alie säte 

Her chair erect, and saw ; and glared at me 

Until her eye-balls froze me. I come out 

Into my antechamber. I am there ! 

1 am sure I am ! Still seem I Standing yet 

In that abliorred liall with tliat companion 

Of aspect moat unnatural, tliat niakes 

My flesli to creep and lireathing grow bo tliick 

I doubt 'tis air I draw ! 

Louh. He dreains, althougU 
He seems awake. 

Amt. No — no ! — He does not dream ! 
It is not dreama nien aee witli ojien eyes. 
This mood hatli growD upon him since he lieard 
Of Jolin of Procida, My lord — niy lord ! 

Gov. O, Ämbrose, ia it you ? I am glad you are 

Amb. I am, my lord ; and bere is Louis too, 
Wlio drfiada some ferment in Me^ina. Soarce 
'Tis dawn, and yet tlie Citizens liave left 
Their beds, and tlirong the strects with sulien looks, 
Threatening diaaster to their mastcrs, nbich 
To avert, behoves we force tbem to keep house. 
And make, of tbe resistJng, sbarp exaraple, 

Gov- Take measures as occasion calls für theni, 
Arouse tbe garrison. Let one and all 
Be undcr arms. Sbed no more blood tban's needed. 

£LoDis goes out. 
No news of John of Procida ! The face 
He saw not ; 'twas the figure only Struck him ; 
Becalling the impreaaion of a man 
He once had aeen, but where he could not teil, 
Kor who it was, tili lie at last bethought him 
Of John of Procida, tben told his thought 
Not as a thing of doubt but eertainty. 
And then the disappearance all at oncc 
Of him he so remark'd, was circumatance 
Corroborative. Ever aince, my heart 
Ilath feit a chill like tliat the body fecls 
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Wlien cold hath smit it to the bone 1 so deep, 

Ko art medicinal ca,a draw it out, 

And th(i wretch shivera at the very fire ! 

Amh. He ia forgetful I ara near him. Mark, 
Gov. Hangs then my fate on John of Procida ? 

My heart forebodes it does.—Forebodea it right ? 

If ao, when he 's at hand my doom is noar. 

Ab I do live 'tis gone ! Spectre and all ! 

Ah ! now I See you, Ambroae. Who comea yonder ? 

la't not Le Clerc 'i 

Amh. I'd say it was, my lord, 

But for those marks of blood ! He spent last night 

8ome two miles diatant from Messina. 

Enter Lb Clbbc, mpport&t by Mabtbl and ii SoMier. 

Martel. Here'a 
Le Clerc come wounded home. He threw himself 
From hia horae into our arms, and withoat word, 
Made for the staircaae, which he stagger'd up, 
As if by auperhuman effort and 
Made atraight for your highness' Chamber. 

Gw. Well, Le Clerc ? 
What would you with me, friend ? What haa befallen 

you? 
He atrivea to speak, but caonot, Voice ia fled, 
And life ia foUowing it. One -word, Le Clerc, 
He diea in the attempt. — Yea; he is dead! 
Kemove him. Good Martel, be on the alert. 
Arouae our frienda. Look to the Citizens ! 

f M ARIEL «nif (Äe others go out, bearlnp tkehody 
beticeen them. 
Of aoine dread viaitation this must be 
The dark but sure forerunner. Death ia abroad. 
Be eure of it. Yea, Ambroae, death ia abroad ! 
Death !— Death ! 

Louis {jnlerinff kastily.'] Mylord, thoaentinelaupoii 
The walls hear aounds as of a multitude 
Advancing on Messin», Scouts are sent ; 
What it behoyes na look for, we shall leam 
A few brief minutea hence. 

Gov. Brief, do you say ? 

1, 3 
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Years are not brief, and minutes iiow are years ! 
What of tbe Citizens ? 

Louis. Their numbera swell. 
They move in masBes up aad down the city, 
Ketuming dogged sileace to our ordors 
To clear the streets. We ivait for augmentation 
To drive tliDm into their houses. Yoti do hear ? 
Our trumpets sonnd to arms. 

Enter Fran^ois, cmidiictitnj Pierre, much cxhausted, 

Oov. Ay, lustily 
They teil their need. What otlier spcctrc this : 
"Who ia 't? He is ours and yet I krow him nut. 
Wlio 19 't, I say '^ 

Fron. One from Palermo, sir, 
Wiiose speed !ias cost liim his good courser's hfü 
To bring unwelcome news. 

Goa. What telb it, friend ? 

Pierre. The masaacre of every living soul 
Of Gfallic birth or blood, that in Palermo 
Drew breath the day on whioh I 'scapcd front it, 
Preserved by feigning death ! 

Martel {rmhing m]. A whelming flood— 
A whelming hiiinan flood — comea raging on 
Riglit for Messina, Haste, sirs ! Massacre 
Ib at our very gates. Flight ia cut off, 
Resistance is oiir only hope. Forth ! — Furtli 1 
Housea are certain tombs ! 

\_Allgo out hut the Goveenor, icko eeems transfixed 

Goe. 'Tis Procida ! 
'TisVengeance! — Vengcance withoiit mercy! — fierce!— 
Implacable ! On evety side the sword \ 
I cannot hope to live — yet cannot die ! 
Flight — flight — the coward's refuge t Nothing eise 
Is ieft mo ! Thia way leads into the street ! 
The garden ? Yes, it opes withoiit the walls 1 
Conacience, 'tis tlion, not I! — Except for thee 
I would not quail ! — The spectre here again ! 
Ägain the hall of John of Procida ! 
Away !— Flight !— Xothing dsf.' -Away !— Away I 
IRu^hc. out 
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SCENE THE LAST.— TA« Garden, o/the CaitU. 

Bnter Isolinb, tottering and breathkss — She leans againgt 

a iree — Sounds of tumult mithout, andthenoise ofmarfial 

ingtruments. 

Iso. Thus far in tirae — thus far in safety ! Were't 
Another stride, ere take it I had dropp'd. 
The work is going on ! 0, spare my father — 
Spare him, and deal with nie ! Hark ! Massacre 
Has left this quarter free; within the city 
Holding her gory reign. She does not riot 
"Within the casÜe yet. He yet may live ! 
Limbs, hold me np. Don't fail me, Who comes here ? 
My father '. — Father ! 

[GovERNOB enters hastUy and icildlif. 

Gov. Wiiosoe'er thou art. 
Stop not my way ! 

Iso. Dost thou not know me ? 

Gov. No ! 
In times like tliese mon know not one another. 
Holding togother, tliey together fall, 
As men in knots do drown. In acattering 
Is Chance of safety. Do not hold me, friend. 
Let go. Look to thyself. Let every one 
Look to himaclf. He is lost that casts his eye 
Üpon another'e jeopardy. His own 
Aska all his care,— Let go ! — Away! — Away ! 

\_RuiA^ off. 

Im. \tkrown wpon her knees^ Hc doea not know 
me ! — He's my fathor, and 
He does not know me .' He's distracted — mad ! 
Fain would I follow him, hut cannot. — No, 
My knees refuse to raise me. 

Fern, [jtmäm^ in], Isoline ! 

Iso. [sprin^Tiff wp fiy a convuUive effort, and tkrowing 
heridf into his arma]. Fernando ! — my Fer- 
nando ! — True to death '. 
My husband — mine own love !^I die for joy ! 
And bless thee, my Fernando, for my death ! 

[_SKi}ons in kis armi. 
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Fern. Love ! — Wife ! — Choice pattetn of tliy partial 

My Isoline ! She ia dead ! — ahc ia dcad ! — she is dead ! 

(iuU. ^mtering from ike Castle, his sword draicti]. 
Fernando ! 

Fern. Here, Guiscardo ! 

Guia. Who is she 
Hangs Bwooning on tliine arm ? Tliy bride ? 

Fem. My bride ! 

GuM. And dead ? 

Fern. And dead ! 

Guis. Set down tlie carriun, then, 
And yield rae payment for Martini^s deatli ! 
1 want not odds ! — I'll fight thee like a man 
For ancient friendsliip's sake ! 

Fern. Fight nie, Guiscaido ? 

Guis. Caat down thy load to earth, and draw thy 
sword. 

Fern. "VVouIdst murder me? — and if thou wouldat, 
Guiscardo, 
Do it at oncc ! 

Guis. I'd treat thee like a man. 
Will thou not throw thyself thy bürden down. 
And act like one, or must I wrest it from thee 
To balk thee of cxcuse ? \_Approaching . 

Fern. You toucli her not ! 
'Fore her dead body do I throw my life 
That would not save my own ! 

Guis. Have at thee, then ! 

[ Theyfighi ; Fernando is wimnded. 

And. {rushing ijf^. Hold ! — ^'Tis the aon of John of 
Procida ! 

Guis. Tiie aon of John of Procida ! 

Fem. Tüo late !^ 
Take her ! Preaerve from insult — pay all honours, — 
For lier sake, not for mine, and lay ua aide 
By side. I pant for death, and not the life 
Would hold my spirit from rejoining hers ! \_FHes. 

Enter John op Proocda, 
' Pro. It is not there ! — I came to see bis corsp, 
But not to smite him. No !— I would not stain 
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This day of freedom with the narrow deed 
Of personal yengeance. — To the swords of others 
I would haTe left him, satisfied if they 
Tlie debt esacted tliat was due to mine. 
But they, intent on their own quarry, mine 
Have suffer'd to escape, and vengeance, iiow 
BalkM, by its own remiasness, of its prey, 
Gnaahes the teeth in vain ! 

And. Di Procida ! 

Pro. Ho ! — Andrea ! "What bear'st thou on thy arm ? 

And. The body of Femando's wife, although 
If thia be death I do mistake its hue ! 

Pro. Who hes lipon the ground ? The Govemor ? 

And. Thy son, Procida ! — She is not dead ! 
Help here ! — Hold off ! — You kill'd him ! 

Pro. Kill'd my aon ! 

GuU. Strike, John of Procida ! He sided with 
The enemiea of Sicily. 

Pro. HedJd; 
And he was bom her son ! Live !— -You did right. 
His fatber says it.— Yet, he was my aon ! 

Guis. I knew not that. 

Pro. And had you known it, still 
You had done right — I say it — I — his father ! 
And yet he waa my son ! 

Im. Irecoverinff']. My lord !— My husband ! — 
Fernando ! — draw nie closer to thv breast ! 
Hold off !— "Who art thou ?—W-here's Fernando?— Who 
Is that ? 

And. Fernando's father ! 

ho. So it is ! 
And we are safe ! — Are we not, air? 

ZToUerififf toward John. 

Pro. 0, Heaven ! 

Im. You will not let them murder us! — You will not ! 
You can't ! eise Nature have no truth in her. 
And never more be truated ! — Nevermore! 
If fathers will not stretcli an arm to save 
Tlieir children's throats, let mothers' breasts run dry. 
And infants at the very founts of life 
Be tum'd to stones ! Sir ! — Father! — Where's your son ? 
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Ah, you repnlse me not ! You let nie comc 
Closer to you. — "Where'a iny Fernando, fatlier? 
TVhat ! do you draw me to you ? — Wonld you take me 
Into your vcry bosom ? — There, tlien ' 

[r/d-OTiw Im- arxm about Ms neck. 

Fernando, wliat's to fear? — Now, mine own love, 
We shall be liappy !— happy! — blessed bappy 1 
Why don't you a,nswer me ?— Whero \s Jie, father? 
I left him liere ! Where I have been I know not. 
I recoUect a ^ckness as of deatli, 
And now it comes again. My brow grows chil! 
And damp — I'll wipe it! Blood ! — Wliat brings it lierc ? 
Whose blood ia tbi^? 

Änd. Blood lia-* bcen slied to-day. 
No vestment in Mtsaina, but yuu'll find 
Some trace upon't. 

Iso. Wliere is my Iiuaband, aira ? 
Is thia Femando's blood ? — We were togcther, 
And it was herc ! If death did threaten ua 
He wonld be cloae to me, of bia own life 
Making a abield for mine ! Was be alivo, 
Were be not beru V — Not her«, he must be dead. 
And this must be liie blood ! 

Pro. Kemuve her, friend ; 
Take and remove her hence. I lack thc aU'engtii, 
Her pliglit, to mine own added, weiglis nie down. 
She muat not seo bis body ; 'tis her life 
That I feel fluttering nest my breast juat now 
Aa ready to take wing. 'Twere certain death 
To look npon bim. 

Iso. \to Andrea]. No, I will not hence ! 
You will murder me. I am safc here,— am I not ; 
Am I not, fatber? Father !~lVhere's my father? 
He did not know me! He did abake me ofF! 
He fled me ! You are all my father now ? 
But there's Fernando, too !— You are not weeping 1 
You are ! — Dont weep ! —I'll dry your eyes fur yuu ! 
Tlie blood again ! 

Pro. "VVe nmat remove her hence. 
Comü with mc, ebild. 
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ho. Child ! — Do you call me child ? 
Child is a sweet name ! 

Pro. Come, my daughter. 

Iso. Daughter ! 
That's sweeter yet than child. Nothing so aweet 
After the name of wife ; but wife's not sweeter 
Than husband.— Hushand ? That'a the sweeteat name 
Of all ! My husband is your son ! and " son" — 
There is a sweet name too ! — No aweeter name 
Than son ! Do you not think so ! 

Pro. Come. 

Iso. I come ! 
We are going to Fernando, — are we not ? 
Sir, fare you well. What's that npon the gronnd ? 

And. Where? 

Iso. Tliere ! Yon know as well as I ! Stand off ! 

\_Breaks atcay. 
Fernando ! — My Fernando ! dead ? — Äy, dead 
Indeed, whon I do call on thee, and thon 
Eetum'at no answer ! — My Fernando ! — Dead ! 
Ah ! it ia well ! Here's silence Coming too 
For me, love. I do feel the frost of deatli 
Biting my limbs, and creeping towarda my heart. 
Colder and colder — all will soon be ice, 
'Tis winter ere its time ! but welcome, since 
'Tis ahared with you, Fernando. Mercy, Heaven 
'Tis kind — 'tis pitiful to auffer me 
On thy dead lips to breathe my life away. [_Dies. 

And. Let me conduct tbee hence, Procida ! 
Grief doth benumb his eyery faculty. 

Stepkimo \_entering icilh olhers']. Where is John of 
Procida ? 

Ajid. Behüld him. 

S(epL Health 
To thee and to Meaaina, which, to-day, 
Through thee, beliolds hergrievous yoke thrown off. 
AU Sicily is free ! From north to south, 
From east to west s! 



And tyrants rule n 

And. Forgive him that 
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He hoeds you not. The body is his son's 
Yüu See him gazing Oil ! 

Steph. We knüw hia heart ! 

Tkomaso [enterin^ vfitli others\. Healtli, Joiin o 
Procida ! The enemy 
That aack'd thy ca«tle, and wlio yesterday 
Held rule in Sicily, the Govemor, 
Flying from death did meet it from this man, 
Who knew him, intercepted him, and slew him. 

And. AU enmities, all loves, are swallow'd up 
In ihe deep gulf of aorrow for hia son. 

Carlo \^enterinff with others~\. Where is our ohief ? 

And. You gee what's left of him. 

Carlo. The admiral 
And captaina of the fleet have disembarkM 
To swell the general joy ; and, yonder, come 
Our aneient magistratea, their of&ces 
Snapended long, resumed to pay their debts 
To John of Procida ! 

Enter Magistrates, .Sf' 
Chief Magistrate. Di Procida 
The Liborator — so we hail thee — such 
Tliy deeda declare thee better than our words ! 
For ua and for our children at our hands, 
Whose act our sovereign master will approve, 
Moat poor retiim take for most rieh desert. 
And be the Govemor of Sicily ! 

\_The leiuih AsiemJdy shout and applaud — JonN oi 
Phocida iBteps. 
Pro. Forgive me — I'm a father — theve's niy son I 
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SCENE I. — A Boom i« Sib Philip Brilliaht's 
House. 

Enter Bbbnabd and Habbis. 

Har. Wliattimetü-morrowr 

Ber. At noon, I told thee, he Sets off. Bb thou 
forthcoming an houi before at the latest ; and mind no 
item be wanting. We lack leisure for niistakes. 

Har. I shall be careftil. How takes he thia route 
to Ireland ? 

Ber. As he takes cTerything — with an even temper. 

Har. He goes not there to sleep. 

Ber. No ; when he ought to be awake — but he will 
lose 1)0 wink of reat that a proper man should profit 
by ; no more than he will step aside to avoid watching, 
toil, or peril; which he will share with the meanest 
soldier in hie regimcnt. Sir Philip Brilliant is a hut- 
terfly in the dtawiog-room, but a man in the field. 
His nature is of the true stuff ! He is a blade of proof 
in a dainty scabbard ; you may laugh at the scabbard, 
but you won't at the blade, 

Har. Aod takes he this expeditioii so coolly ? 

Ber, Coolly? — Judge of the fever it throws bim 
into, when I teil you he has been occupied this hour 
past in trying on a new suit, with which he means to 
affront all comparison to-day, for its fashion and splen- 
dour. Let us be gone. Here he comes. 
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Har. And with liim Master Robert, his valet. What 
a pleasant incontinent rogiie tliat Master Eoljert is ! 

Ber, Ay, but a frank one, and lionest witbal — n 
roguo for Üie liumour only. 

Har. I will teil you a trick he played nie. 

Ber. Nay ; if you begin with hi« tricks, tlieri' will 
never he an end. 

Har. But I irnist teil thee. 

Ber. Weil ; be it as wc pass to tiio door, tlicn. Quick '. 
Thev iire hyro. ^Beio'akI) aii'I IlAfinis ^o 0)i/. 



-Vir Phil. Niiw, Robert, for I know you lu 

Examine me. Scan me from head to foot 
And round about, and say how fits iny dress. 
And as you love me, Robert, use yoiir skill. 
Lie tlie seams fair ? Sits any part awry ? 
Observe the buttons their dne distances ? 
Tlie slashes their proportions and their places ? 
The skirta their lengtha and uniformity ? 
Lurks anywhere a wrinkle, or a crease ? 
Find me a fault, dear Robert, if you ean. 

Roh. The suit, methinka, is perfect. 

Sir PML Look again 
And jealoualy ! Find nie a fault, I'll find 
A crown for you. 

Itoi. Sooner I'd miss the fault 
Than get the crown. 

Sir Phil. I know thy hoiiesty. 
But find the fault altliough tliou get'st tiic cru^vii 

Roh. What'sthat? 

Sir Phil. What, Robert f 

Rüb. If I may believe 
My eyes — 

Sir Phil. Be Sure thou may'st, if 'tis a fault 
Thou think'st thou seest. 

Roh. 'Tis a fault I see ! 

Sir Phil. What is it ? 

Roh. Yet, pcrhaps, 'tis not a fault. 
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Sir Phil. It must be one ! Thou 'rt not inclined to 
seeit, 
And, therefore, doubt'st it ! Wkat ia it ? 

Rob. Äla,s ! 
It is a fault. 

Sir Phil. A great or little one ? 
Don't keep me in auspense ; I'm on the rack ! 
Well, Robert, weU ! 

liob. It is a Uttle fault ; 
A yery little fault — a wrinkle only 
About an incb, a quarter, and a tenth 
In length. 

Sir Phil. Were it tbe tentb witbout the rest 
It spoila tbe suit off with 't ! It shall go back ! 

Rob. It mucb becomes you ! Well tbe colour 

With your complesion '. — and tbe pattem flogs 
All past achievements of the shaping art ! 
And 'tis a dress of excellent proportions, 
Sets off your person to unmatoh'd advantage. 
Look at the sleeve alone ! — How piain it shows 
The tMlor tax'd hia brains ! 

Sir Phil. Where lies the wrinkle ? 

Roh. Here, oear tbe seam of the left sboulder, ' 

Sir Phil. That's 
A place a wrinkle may have leave to come ! 
Canst help the wrinkle ? There 's tbe piece I promised 
For finding it. If thou canat iielp it, now, 
That piece will find a fellow. 

Roh. 1 will try. 
I wül not promise you I shall aucceed. 
Stand straigbt and atitl. Now, please you, raise your 

arm; 
Now put it down again — lipon my life 
'Tis growing less. 

Sir Phil. Well done, good Robert. 

Rob. 'Tis 
Almost away, 

Sir Phil. Say it is quite away, 
m give thee tbe tbird piece. 

Roh. I would I eould ; 
No hope of that, I fear I A wrinkle is 
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A stübboro thing ! Eh ? — ^"Wliat ? — I must be blind ! 
"Why, where is it ? 

Sir Phil. Is't gone ? 

Rob. I am bewitoU'd ! 
Is aught the matter, think yoü, with my siglit ? 
Or that is gone, or eise the wrinkle 's gone ; 
So gone I swear I cannot find the place .' 
I can't believe there ever was a wrinkle ! 

Sir Phil. Good Robert, there are the two crowna. 

RoL Dear air, 
I don't deserve them. 

Sir Phil. Nay !— 

Rob. Indeed I don't. 

Sir Phil. I'U not believe thee. 

Roh. >fay, I swear I don't. 
I must have fancied that there was a wrinkle. 

Sir Phil, Robert, a virtue may become a vice, 
Carried too fai! Thou art too honest, Robert. 

Rob. Nay, hear me, sir ! 

Sir Phil. I won't ! Thero was a wriuklc ! 
Did I not set me on my perfect poise ? 
Stood I not raotionless aa block of stone ? 
Then at tliy hidding raiaed I not my arm. 
And lowor'd it again, whiJe thou didst jerk 
My skirts to take the wrinkle out ?^— and now 
Persuade me thero was none ! There was a wrinkle ! 
I will not hear theo !— Peace ! So Lady Blanche 
And Lady Anne were in the Park to-day ! 
How look'd fair Lady Blanche ? 

Rob. Oh, cliarmingly ! 
But her companion were the maid for me ; 
I love her lip of scorn. ! It dares a man ! 

Sir Phü. That 's shrewdly feit ! He were a man 
indeed 
That carried her ! That man is yet to come ! 
She glories in her single State ; and traio'd 
To mastery iu studies roen affect, 
Andseldom progress in aa well'as she, 
Looks down on all our sex o'erbearingly, 
And leaves the field to lovely Lady Blanche. 
Wlio, thougli slie smiles on courtship, looks as cold 
Ob matrimony aa her scornful friend ; 
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While troopa besiege her — I among the rest. 
But now good-bye to Venua ! Mars commanda ! 
Be ready, Robert, for tlio route to-morrow ! 
We march at one ; meanwliile to Ludgate Hill 
I go, that carelesa artisan tu cliide 
My beaTcr jcwel who so sliglitly set, 
I lost it in tlie Street. Mcn call me fop, 
And so I am, so will be, and why not ? 
It is my Immour t Better fop tlian focl ; 
And he 's a fool that does not pleaso himaelf. 
And so tho more they smile, the niore they may ; 
The more I '11 give them cause, and smile myaelf, 
Sitting at easo in mine own snug content, 
Wearing a checry, frank, and sancy cheek ! 
Now teil me, Robert, what men say of me ? 
Wliat comelinesa they gire me credit for 
Besidus my person, which I know will pass t 

Roh. They say, though rather vain, you are very 

Sir Phil. "What is it to be brave ! I giye Heaven 
thanks 
I was not born a apaniel ! — What !iad I 
To do with that ? Find something of mine own 
For which they praise me, I will thank them then '. 
Wliat eay they to my galt 1 I made my galt 
Myaelf ! There 's matter in men's gait, good Robert ! 
Therein you have the impress of their callings ; 
There ia the clerk's gait, which implies obedience ; 
The 9hopkeeper''8, half aervice, half command ; 
The nierchant'a o'er-revolving speculationa ; 
The lawyer's, quick and keen at quirks and flawa ; 
The atudent's, ponderous as piles of folios ; 
The courtier's, supple, prompt for courtesies ; 
The soldier\ keepiug time with dnima and trumpets ; 
And twenty others— all moat common-plaoe ! 
But there 'a one gait that 's paramount of all — 
The gentjeman's, that speaks not any calling ; 
Sliowa liim at Überty to pleaae himself ; 
And while it meditates offence to none, 
Observes a proper negligence towards all, 
And importurbable complacency ! \_They go out. 
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3CENE IL— Master Bloi-nt's Housc. — A Roü)u 

contM/uoui to hh Shoj>. 

Enler John Bloukt and Thohas Bloi>."t. 

Thomas. I will not bide tlie baiting of tliy tongue ! — 
I say, I ivill not ! — Let ray father rail, 
I'll hear him patiently. I owe not thee 
Obaerraiice! — Wbat's tlio year or two tlioii hast 
The statt of me ? 

Jo/m- I speak hut for thy gnoi.1. 

Thomae. Nay, not for that ! Thou wouldst siieiik 
kittdly eise ! 
Tlic fault tlioii find'st would reacli no ear lint mint' ; 
I know thee, brother ; my defect tliou makest 
A finger-post to aliow thine own deserts, 
To win me anger, wliile tliyself win'st praise ! 
I know thee, John !-— I say no more of this; 
I will not bear it ! — sliould not !— l'm a man ! 

John. Wilt strike me ? 

T/tomas. Ileaven forbid my motber's aon 
Should e'iT get blow from nie. I teil tliee what, 
Thou aim'st at empire of my father's lioart ! 
Thou to my fatlier'a buainess wouldst be heir ! 
Be so !— Thou ne'er shalt find in me a let. 
Hiß Btock-in-trade, good-\vill, whate'er Iie hath 
Pertidning to bis craft, or grown frora it, 
I freely from tbis bour renounce all share in ! 
I'll seek my fortune! — Here I will not stay 
To play tliu money-gnib — while nien, not niade 
Of better raetal, find tbemsehes a name 
That lifts theivi 'bove thcit birth ! 

Urtier Master Bloukt. 

Mait.Blount. How'sthis? — at words ? 
Thy brother John lias been reproving tbee. 
And thou resistest him— and whcrefore, son S 
Because lie 's right, and tbou art in the wrong ! 
The eounter, boy ! — go practise patience there ! 
'Twas that which made thy father, with tlie help 
Of industry. 'Tis roof, son ; bed and board, 
With whicb 'tis woll tliou art provided, eise 
Thou iie'er liadst itaru'd thcm, TJiomas, for thyself ! 
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Thomas. I miglit ha¥e earn'd tliem, liad I been 

allow'd ! 
Maa. Blount. Ällowed ! 
Thomas. To eam them in the way I could ! 
Mas. Blount, Thou Mst be a Boldver, or wouHst go 

Chimeras evermore of boyhood'a brain'. 

John. I never knew them, father. 

Ma». Blount. Never, John ; 
Thou ever didst my wish, and didst it well. 

John, And found my own in it. Except for sieep 
And meals, I never took an hoiir from wotk, 
Nor would, suppose I miglit— nor cared I what 
You sei me to — the cntcible, tlie vice, 
The desk or counter — *twaa your will, and done. 

M<u. Blount. Ay, John, you are a pattern of a boy ! 
Go, Thomas ! copy by yowr eider brother ! 
Demean yourself submiasively to him ; 
Remembring thou dost thy father''8 will ! 

Thomas, i love iny father ! Would that I could love 
My father s craft— but that I cannot love ! 

£^Goes mit foüowing John. 

Enter MiaiBEss Blount. 

Mis. Blount. Heard I not words? I did !— what's 
wrong with Thomas ? 
John haa been chafing him again ! He's not 
The boy to bear it, nor is't right he should. 
The shop don't fit him, husband ! Thou wouldst put 
Thy tnmspit to his use, thy hound to his, 
Did any counsel thee, esohange tbeir work ; 
Thou'dat think him fool, didst thou not call him one ! 
Thy cart-horse foal when thou didst set to cart, 
Tiiou didst the thing waa wise ! — as wiaely didst 
To break thy jennet's filly for the eaddle ; 
As beast of draught she were not worth her meat ! 
Givest ear to me ? Dost weigh my words ? 

Mas. Blount, I do. 

Mis. Blount. And if thou doat, thou wilt not find 
tbem light. 
And dost perceive the sequel ? 
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Mas. Blount. No. 

MU. Blount. I am suro 
Thou dost not ! Never canst tlioti see t'ne tliing 
That lies not atraiglit before tliee. Opo thine eyes, 
And I will put tlie sequel in tlieir ränge 
Point blank ! Men vary more than horse or dog. 
Not as tbe parentage the progeny ! 
Tbe noble's cradle rocks ii chnrl — the churl's 
A nobleraan ! A simple craftsman thon, 
Hast aon the craft was ncvcr made would fit ; — 
And bc must dmdge bi^canse bis father did ! 

Mas. Blount. Drudge doat tlion say ? 

Mh. Blount. Ay, drudge .' and say't again, 

Mas. Blount. His brother dnidges. 

Mig. Blount. So bia brotber may : 
It ia bis humooT ; be'a hia fatber's son. 

Mas. Blount. Whom takes tbe other after ? 

Mis. Blount. Wliom?— whymel 
I teil tbee, Tbomas ia bis niotber')« son, 
No bandicraft will he make progress in ; 
Money be values for tbe nsing on't — 
Would bny a coacli and horsea in the tinio 
Tbou balnncest tbe ontlay of a truck ! 

Mai. Blount. A bnpefiil son, motliinks, bas Maj 
Blount, 
Tlio Ludgatc jeweller. 

Mis. Blount. Most hopeful Jolm ; 
But not in the sbape tbou wisbest bopo to come in, 
Witb elcfk comb'd bair and ponderous buay brow, 
Scanning a bodkin to resolve bim wbether 
'Tis gold or pinclibeek ! — I forgot !— Thy bope 
Hatb comely apron on ! — Now look at mino ! 
A youtb of Standard heigbt ! proportion'd well 
In trank and limb ! Of handsomo face and bold ! 
Yery ! A cap and plume upon bis bead, 
Acrogs bis fiold of breast a scarf and belt. 
And in tlio belt a sword aa fits a man ! 

Mas. Blount. "Wbat caTalier is tbis ? 

Mis. Blount. Wliat cavalier ? 
Thou knowest not thine own son, busband John ! 
r losp all patirncc witb tliee ! Listen now ! 
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Thou hast a son whom fortuno meant to climb. 

And tLou wouldst have to creep T^Wliat use is he 

In thy shop or Workshop, wheru thou caat'dst him when 

He came from soliool, as meial that is fused 

Into the niould, thinking he'd take what shape 

It pleased thee give him ? — Fleah and blood are not 

So passive, John ! — How little knowest thou, 

Dear John, beyond thy trade ! Nine months ago 

Lapsed hia apprenticeship of aev'en long years. 

And earns he now the keep of journeyman ? 

No ! — de I blame him ? No ! — when thou get'st 

gold 
To äo the work of lead, I '11 blame him, John, 
But not tili tlien. 

Mm, Bhunt. The fault is tliine. 

Mis. Bhunt. la mine ! 
Am I in fault ? 

Mag. Blount. I say — 

Mig. Blount. Am I in fault ? 

Mas. Blount. I won't say fault, 

Mis. Blount. Go on. 

Mas. Blount. Thou hast him taught 
The ways of gentleman. Contents thee not 
He learn our homely meaaures, he must akip 
Aa com'tiers do, so thou provid'at him with 
A foreign dancing-tnaster ! Not enough 
The Jockey taught bis brother should teach him, 
Behoves him have a aoldier's seat, and so 
Thou getost a regimental riding-master ! 

Mis. Blount. Proceed, good husband Joho. 

Maa. Blount. It pleased thee not 
Dick Cottingham should teach him quarter-staff — 

Mis. Blount. Dick Cottingham! — I'd beat Dick 
Cottingham 
At quarter-ataff myself I 

Mas. Blount. Thou muat employ 
Frofesaionals in that. 

Mis. Blount. Teach a boy right, 
Or not at all ! Go on ! 

Mas. Blount. From quarter-staff 
He needs must to the rapier go. 
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Mis. Blount. No doabt '. 

Mas. Blowin. The wliicli— not satisfieci tlie büy 
shüuld get 
A aimpie notion oii't — lio priictises 
Till he can beat hls niaater. 

Mü. Biounl. Art not glad 
Of that ? — Art thou not glad on't, hiisband John ■/ 
Tlie day will come, and mind my worda it will, 
-When thou wilt chuckle at it ! — cliuckle, huaband 1 
Thy boy can beat hia master ! — wlio'll beat bim ? 

Mas. Blount. John is as good a boy ! 

Mis. Blount. Who cheapens Jobn ? 
What losa to hini bis brotlier gets bis due ? 
He likes tbe inside of tbe c(j«nter I— Well, 
Hp has it ! — Tbümas likes tbe otlier aide ! 
And yet thou know'st not Jolm ! — Thougli he 'a niy son, 
He'a cunning. 'Tis not natural in one 
So young in years to be in acts so old. 
Tlie bnsbandman prefers a backward spring ! 
The fruit is doubted comea before its time ! 
Did Jobn übserve tliee lese, 'twould pleasu nie more '. 
What wouldst thou aay now shoiild I teil tbee piain 
His fancies look a mile beyond tbe shop, 
In ivliicli tlion tliink'st bis beart wrapp'd wholly up '. 
"Tis ■!> ; bü'd iangb to throw tbe apron off 
He smiles at [lutting on ? 

yit'-'. Blount. Tliou wrong'st bim, wife. 

,1/.'', liljaut. Beüovc so as tlion wilt — iet me kno\\ 

ily'!! neVr ply craft, but be a gentloman. 
That timt' is come witb you, and stiil you toil. 
JUa», Blotmt. I'U tbink on what tliou Scay'st 
Mis. Bhimt. So, huaband, do. 
The man wbo hn^ a wife batli counsel, Jobn, 
At band that 's ever better tb an his own! [Goe* out. 
Sir P. Bril. [wilkoHl.'} TVitliin is he 'i Then I"ll 

Step in to liim. 
Mai. Blount. SirPbilipBrilliant! — Hespoaks angrily. 
Sir Phil. \^enferi7igy How comes it, Master Blount, 
you treat me thus? 
W!iy call'^Ht tbcu tbyself a jeweller. 
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And set'st a gern so carelesaly, aa eoon 
Aa wom, 'tis lost ? Where ia the brilliant, sir, 
I paid thee down a hundred crovma for ? Look ! 
'Tis gone {shoieinff hü hat). 

Mas. Blount. I see it ia, and grieve for it. 

Sir Phil. Wilt thou replaoe it ? 

Ma^. Blount. Is it fit I should ? 

Sir Phil. Yea ; for you aet it. 

Mas. Blount. Yes ; and set it well I 

Sir Phil. Well, Master Blount ! Set'st thou a 
jewel well, 
And falls it out as soon as set ? 

Mm. Blount. The loop 
You must have strain'd ! — You flung your beaver down, 
And gave it blow, perhaps ; or doffing it 
Too freely, swung'st agaiust a wall or rail. 
And shook'at, tliyself, the jewel from its aeat. 

Sir Phil. Not so I doff my beaver ! — throw it 
downl 
'Sdeath, Master Blount, thou think'st it not enough 
Through fault of thee I lose a peerleaa gern — 
Thou muHt disparage, too, my bearing, sir ! 
My carriage, air, wherein I stand alone, 
Which prize beyond amine — ay, niines of gems ! 
I fliüg my beaver down ? — I strike a wall 
Or rail, in doffiug it ? I ?— I ?— Tbe gern 
I might forgive, but can't pass over that ! 
Down, air, and beg my pardon ! 

Tkom. Icomitiff/orwarä^- He shall not ! 
The gern was fitly set, 

Sir Phil. How knowest thou ? 

Thom. My father aaya it ! — That tho gern was lost, 
Was fault of thine alone, 

Sir Phil Do you know me ? 

Thom. Yes. 

Sir Phil. I know tliou dost ; yet knowing it, I 
doubt 
Through wonder at tliy boldness, airrah ! 

Thom. What! 

Sir Phil. Know'st thou what cuffa are ? 
Thom. Yes ; I have given them ! 
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fiirPhit. Ay? 
'Tis tinie thou learn to take them. 

Tkim. Thou'rt not hü 
Oan teacli me tbat. 

Sil' PkU. {_Mide lu himl. Ay ?^'riiou prifiT; 
perhaiis 
Ä higher leBson. Can'st thou use a sword ? 

Thom. [aside to PAiV.] By trying thüu can'st judg« 

Sir Phil. \jt»ide to Thom.'^ If wurthy one, 
Thou'lt steal a rapiet out and follgw iiio 
A pacQ beyond the wall— I'U wftit tUee thei'e. \_Gues oh. 

MiMl. Blount. What said he, Thomas ? 

Thom. Something — notlÜDg, sir. 
His fault metliinks he half begiiis to see. 
Tiiat cirand, brotliur, you would send nio vu, 
I hasten iiow to do, 

Mast. Blottnt. What errand, Tlionias ? 

Thom. John will inform you, sir. [Gwe« i.« 

Mögt. Blount. Wiiat is it, John? 

John, I vow he has soared my nieinory out of nif. 

Mast .Blount. What errand has thy brother guii 

John. I Tow I bave forgot. 

Mast. Blount. There a sometliing niore 
Than ho would l.'t me soe, — Thy cap, boy, haste, 
Wliilul getmiiio, forwemustaftor liim ! t.They ffoou 



SCEXE Ul.— Thouisidc 0/ Lmuhn Wall. 
Ente.r Sir TuiMr IfKiLLi.ijir. 
Sir Phil. Tlie goldamitl.'s soll bas won me 1 Th. 
are inen, 
I have beard warriors say, look buautiful 
In aotion. So would he ! IIow radiaiitly 
The man sliono out .' We'll eliange a pass or twu. 
ni toucli liini, tbat I prove bim ! 'Tis one thiug 
Tu tall; about the rapiet's point, anotber 
T(i look upon it, aiid anotjier yet 
Tu leel it. Ile ahall feel it — not to rue it ! 
I [o comcs ! There ia purpo^e in bis looks ! Ilis ii:;; 
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And feet are going tLe same way ! The man 
I take him for ! — worth winning for a friend ! — 
Yoii have made liaste. 

Enler Thomas. 

Tkom. What liaste I could, 

Sir Phil. 1 know it, 
And I expected it, and like you for it ! 
I love an enemy to be in earnest ! 
You are sure you uae the rapier ? 

Thom- Judge yuurself — 
I am ready for you ! — Come ! [T/iei/ fight. 

Sir Phil. You are too hol. 
And lay yoursclf too open. Twice just now 
I could have mn you tlirough ! 

Thom. Why did not you ? 

Sir Phil. Alia ! Beware, or you will make me hug 
you ! 

Tlwm. Come on. 

Sir Phil. Be cooler, then. 

Thom. I will, 

Sir Phil. That 'a right ! 
Most sweetly parried l^Better yet return'd ! 
That feint was masterly; I baulk'd it tliougli — 
I have hit you ! 

Thom. No ! Come on ! 

Sir Phil. I am sure I have ! 

T&om. Come on 1 

Sir Phil. You feit me, for I feit my point ! 

Thom. Come on, I say! 

Sir Phil. Siace you will have it ao ! 
Tliat longo meant aometiiing, but it would not do. 
Prepare ! — I'U hit you now again I 'Tia done ! 

Thom. I fight, not talk ! 

Sir Phil. I talk wliene'er 1 fight, 
As wLen 1 eat or drink. 

Thom. Comoon! 

Sir Phil. Again ! 
I have hit yoii thrice. 

Thom. I feel no wound ! 

Sir Phil. There 'a blood ! 

M 3 
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Tlioiit. Ä Scratch brings blood ! 

Sir Phil. A deep oiie, though, it taki;b 
To drain the clieek ; and tliine is growing pale — 
Not, ri! be sworn, witli fear ! I toucli'd yow onl)' 
BecauBe I mcant to ating yoii, not to kill, 
Before I knew you as I know yoii iiow. 
But kiiowing yoii ob now I do, I «wear 
I would not kill you for mino own life's aake, 
Whieli at your will I place ! 

{_ Thron:» dotcn Als sword; Thomas dropt lag, aiid iot- 
terhtg imcards Sir PHiLii',/iM»te in his armsr} 
I feat'd 'twas so, 

But fear no worse. — He faints, from lose of blood ; 
A flesk-woimd, nothing graver — stanch'd, 'tis IiealM ' 

T'utcr Wastbr Iti.otNT and John. 

Mast. lilounc. Sir Phili]>, what "a amiss ? 

Sir Phil. Yotir son rcvivea ; 
A paasing aicknpss only, Master Blouiit ; 
Stancliing renioves it quite. Your liandkerchief 
To keep tlio compress on I iimkc of minc. 
His coloiir comes again and all ia rigLt ! 
Kow Lear you, Master Blount. Ne'or Icft your sliuji 
A jewel i'ich as ia tliis aon of yoiirs. 
Conimit his fortunea to my jjands ! — You sliall '. 
I have proved his metal— -it haa won (ny heint. 
And turn'd me from a foo into it friend ; 
Yea morc, a hrotlier, bouud U; him as fast 
As bc partition'd witli me the same blood. 
Ucfuso me not !- — I will not be gainsaid ! 
My fiiotman comea — my carriage is at band. 

Eiilfr Footman. 
The gern I lost I will forgive thec for, 
And fifty to its back, so grant nie this, 
Although not bovn a gentleman, tliy son 
Was form'd to be OTie ; such I'll make of liini ! 
So farewell desk and counter, Jlaater Blount ! 
There ! — gently — uome along with ns ! — Take cai'e '. 
[^SiR Philip and his footman, supportinff Tho« as, 
ffo out, folloiiKd h;i Master Blockt. 
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John. ThesLopisnowmyown! As we came hither, 
My fatlier aaid he would retire from it. 
And leave his trade to me ! — and if lie does, 
Not long hia trade and I keep Company. 
We have been intimates too close — too long — 
Familiarity begeta contempt ! 
I hate and scom my trade. He little knows 
What ricliea btirrow in his drawera and chesta ; 
The keya of whioh I keep, and he forgets ! 
My plana are laid ! — Soon as he quita the town, 
I seil off stock and trade, and quit the shop ! 
Talk of our Tliomaa ! — He a gentleman ! 
Where is the money ? I have taken care 
Of that ! From intereat on hia bonda alone 
My father will retive in affluence ; 
The reat ia mine, and I'll make use of it 
To lay myself out for a high alliance 
By marriage ! — Trust to me for policy. 
If there ia one thing I am bettcr in 
Than any other thing — 'tia policy. ^Goes out. 



SCENE l.—Tke Park. 
Enter Robert, Stephen, and Jacob. 
Ro/i. He is as rieh as Croesus, airs, with wit 
Enough to keep hia purse-atrings tight, unleaa 
Hia own particular occasion prompts 
The wish to loosen them ! He is at once 
Liixurions and a miser. — Some good nature, 
More cunning, leas diacretion. You aee thtongh h 
He haa a vanity wbich layB him open 
To commoneat observera : for esample, — 
Know him an lionr, and he spreads out for you 
A banquet of his taatea, his faculties, 
Hia qualitiea ; whercin he most aucceeds— 
Which ia by turns, indeed, in everything — 
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N^ot that lie would appear to sliglit liis nuigiibours, 
Or wish to pass for anytliing, beyond 
A common, simple, ordinary man ! 

St^k. Wliere made you tliis redoubtable acquaint- 

Rob. Wliy, at a race-cour&e, on a lioliday. 
Wlien fortune made ua nuighbours, Oui; wlio knew me 
At distance, gave me salntation by 
Tlie title wbich I hold in viitue i>f 
My idace near fair Sir Pliilip ! In a ntunieni, 
I was a friend tlif i'iclier ! Straight be grappled me ! 
His name, bis Station, incomo, residence, 
AU in a twink were niine — bis sole Omission 
The stock be sprang from, wbicb lie would root uj> — 
Yea, sirs, tbe very fatbcr tliat begot bim ! 
And gave np stock and trade to bim — aud afQtionce 
Beyond his calculation ; tbe slow piling 
Of fifty yeara and upwards, t« bimself 
Growti out of mind, but not to bis successor ; 
Who, having long imprison'd upstart wiahes 
Beneath tbe bomely apron of his cnift, 
Now tbrows this off, uo more of nae to bim, 
And ahows thc otliera, need no more conceahiient \ 
Converts bis drawers and sbelves to currency, 
His currency to lands and mesauagcs, 
And o'er the tradesmaii'a counter fcatly vaultinj;. 
Springs into tbe saddle of the gcntlcujau ', 
By strängest tbanee I learnt bis tiistory 

Jacob. Hopeful aoquaintaiice. 

Roh. Say friiition-fiiU ! 
Well, air, " I nuist go home witb liim ; partake 
What a piain dresser scnds." Ere dinner's done. 
I am in his bosnm ! Now beseocbes ho 
My list of lady apinstera, which I give Siinj, 
The features, stature, carriage and cnniplexiou, 
Wit, temper, parentage and education : 
"Wbcn of tny goodness ]irays lie introdiiction 
To one I tbink vronld siiit him ! 

Sttph. ■Wbic!>, of coiirse. 
You graut liim. 

Roh. Eeadily ! 
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Steph. My life upon it, 
The countess 1 

JtKob. Charlotte !— Maid to Lady Jane ? 

Rob. No less. 

Jacob. Had lie bat known the rogue he dealt with t 
Ä simpleton aa safe beside a sharper ! 

Roh. Yet knowing, mudestly, I had my maatera 
Compared to whom I am a joumeyman, 
I promiscd preaentation to your lordahips — 
For you are lorda in virtue of your placea, 
As I, in right of iiiine, a baronet— 
And liere appointed him this afteraoon 
His walk to that intent ! Ah, here he is ! 
I pray you keep your rank before your eyes 
In all you say and do. They only raay 
Forget thehr rank who have good title to it. 
And by the lapse prove gainers. Mind, you are tarda. 

John {enlering^. Good moming to you, fair Sir 
Pbilip. Fair 
Is fairest worth.— So, sir, 1 bow to you. 

Roh. The noble frienda I had the honour, sir, 
Of naming to you — this Lord Stephen Hyde, 
And this Lord John Fitzwalter. 

JoJin. Dear me, sir, 
You overpower me ! — May I use the freedom 
To ahake Lands witli your lordshipa ? 

Steph. 'Tis a boon, sir, 
We would entreat of you ! 

John {to Robert]. Tiiero '9 noble breeding ! 

Rob. Whencecomeyou? 

John. From my after-dinner airing, 
In luy own phaton, huilt to my own otder, 
After a pattern of my own designing ; 
The Springs my own, the pereh, the pole, the colour, 
Hamesa and everything ! So please your lordahips, 
I have a taate, and it shaü have its way 
While I can pay for it. 

Steph. As right it should, sir. 

John. Then am I fond of driving. 

Jaeob. Most men like 
The thing that thcy escel in. 
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John. Oll, my lord \ — 
Yonr lordsliip wiay liave sisen nie hold tlie reins- 
I flatter myself von liave ! 

Jacob. Voll may so safely. 

John. I could Lave sworu you liad ! Iftliercisu 

I maater 'foru anotlier, it is liolding 
The roins. 

Roh. What did you before hroakfaat '. 

John. Ride— 
Youp lordsliips fancy horses ?— All men do 
Who bavc good jiidgment, and can back them weli. 
Mine are all thorough-bred !— my hackncy oven !— 
And broke in for myself. — A liorse, my lords, 
Sbould know hie master, and bim only ! — No 
Believing wliat a universe of miscliief 
Is done by a stränge Land ! The month is spoü'd L- 
If not tbo nioutli, the pace ; if not tlie pace, 
The tcmper! — maybe temper, pace, and moiith 
Togotber !— What 's the value of the borse ? 
And tlien the seat — no easy thing, my lords ! 
OF flfty men who vault into tbe saddie, 
Not one may have a Beat there ! In the manage 
Be there one thing wherein T beat another. 
'Tis in niy seat ! 

fitcph. Most safely may you say ii. 

John. Yonr lordsliip, I presume, has seen nie ridi 
Sir Philip, 'hope you have not got ;i headacbo '■ 

Roh. Not I ! — bavG you ? 

John. Why sometliing rather like one, 
For wliich I blame the wiiie of yesterday. 

Höh. Nay, sir, the wine was good. 

Joku. Oll, excellent ; 
A nmst sound wine, and of the proper age ; 
Thren ycars in wood, in bottle tJiriee that time , 
The merchant durst not cheat me, for he knowH nnj. 
I ne'ei- keop \vine but of prime quality ! 
I have a celtar — no one less occasion 
To find fault with liis wine ! — were mine not good, 
The raoney was that bought it ! — but no foresight 
Is matcli ngiiinst mishap 1 — a bottle may 
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Bü cork'd. 'Twaa so with the last bottle ! Ät 
The time I had a slight suaplcion onty, 
But now I am positive ! 

Rob. You are deccived. 

John, Impossible, my dear Sir Philip. If 
I am Superlative in anything, 
Beyond all other thinga that I excel in, 
'Tis in my taste for wine ! 

Rob. But now to businesa ! 
My noble friends approve the mateh we spoke of. 
And ptomise you their intereat, to lielp 
Your wish to ita fulfilment ! 

John. Tfiey o'erpower me ! 
My lurda, I am heiiolden to you more 
Than did I ranaack the whole dictionary, 
I could find worda of value to convey me ! 
Befits it, thougli, a private gentleman, 
Of modest fortune on!y, at the best, 
ShoTild offer band to dame of quality ? 
Talk'd you not, dear Sir Philip, of promotion ? 

Rob. Oh, yes ! — promotion certainly — Lord John, 
Where liave you the moat intereat ? in church 
Or atate ? 

Sieph. 'Tis difficult to aay— let'a see ! 
üpon my word, I think it is a balance ! 

Rob. And how say you, Lord Stephen ? 

Jacob. Like Lord John, 
In church and state, my intereat is equal. 

Rob. \jo John.] How leans your predilection ? — -to 
the church ? 

John. Why, hang it, no ! theaurplioespoilathefigure, 
Ä man and gown aort atrangely ! — fancy me 
In a gown ! I might endure it on the Sunday, 
But for the week-day gear that 's ta«k'd to it ! 
Of formal modo and aombre colour ! Dreas 
All the ycar round moat like an iindertaker 
In waiting «pon fnnerals ! — could I wear 
This cap and plume wore I a clergyman ? 

Rob. ^and l/te rest.'^ No, certainly ! 

John. The church won't do for me. 

Rob. It must be in the State, then ! For what office 
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Would j'ou be ready oii emergency; 
Say one feil sudden vacant ? 

John. Will you believt! mc, 
I cnonot teil \ 

Rob. Tliere is tlie home department, 
And there's tlie foreign ! Tliere 'b tbe minister 
Of war and of finance I — Diplomacy 
Perliapa niiglit suit your genins ! Wliicii of tlit&t 
Would find yo!i most at liomc, sir ? 

Jnkn. Do yii« know, 
I'ni at a loaa to teil !— Indeed I am ! 
Upon niy lifo I am ! — To ans^vpr yoii 
Safely for botli your credit and my owd. 
I think 'twero best I aay, as likely one 
As anotber. 

Roh. Doubtless there is none you fear 
To undertake, 

.hkn. Nono !— Fear '{ No fear, Sir Piiilip ! 
Find toe tlie officc, I am sure to find 
Abilitiea to fill it ! 

Robert. Yt't perbnpa 
There's sometbing you prefer to cbiircli or stüte ; 
What tbink you of the arniy ? 

John. Of tiic army ? 
It is my taste, my bent, my very instinct ,' 
It niust be ! wby sbould eise a fife and drum 
Baiae in me such comraotion? IVben I bear theiii, 
Tbe war is nJi before me !— Infawtry, 
Cavalry, and artillery, and baggage ! 
Marcbings, enoampings, battles, sieges 1 — Feats 
In tlie field and breacli of superliuman daring, 
Sucb pctils breasted and o'ercomc, as man 
Durst never cope before witli— look at — tbiuk of — 
All of my own conceiving ! 

Robert. Dream you never 
Of dying in sucb straits ? 

John. No! — Never! 

RobcrI. Strange! — 
I may say wondtrful. 

JoAn. Yoii may 1 — Tliroiigli bayoncts 
And sword'S I rusb, as tbey were stubblc— bail 
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Of cannon balls, sbells, musketry, no more 

Than wither'd leaves blowu round by winds in autunin ! 

Robert. And are you never wouaded ? 

John. Wounded 'i — Yes '. 
Struck down, but up and on my feet again 
Almoät in tbe self-same monient ! 

Robert. Pain and all 
Fotgotten? 

Jokn. Äs a pin had soratch'd me. 

Robert. And 
Enacting more than evcr ! 

John. Miracles ! 

St^k. He certainly was born to be a soldier. 

Jokn. And sucli I will be with your leaves, my lorda. 
Wliat i'anli ? 

Robert. BeLovea you be an ensign first, 
From ensign to lieutenant, thence to captain, 
On captain mounts the major, on the major 
The colonel. 

John. Takes it long to be the colonel? 

Robert. By Service long, by intetest not at all 1 

John, ril ohoose the army. 

Robert. Yet, my lords, a word : 
'Twin never do to court proud lady Blanche 
As ensign or lieutenant : nay, as even 
Captain or major ! — Nothing less, my lord, 
Than colonel ! Here is a dilemma ! 

Steph. A 
Dilemma certainly. 

Jacob. A aad dilemma. 

John, My lords!— Sir Philip^what is to be done? 

Robert. Stop ! — Hold ! — I have it ! — What is aure 
to come 
One surely may regard as come already ! 

Steph, Ay, come aa certain as about to come. 

Robert. And why not call him colonel then at 
once? 
Your lordship will have no objection ? 

Sl^. None. 

John. My dcar good lord. 

Robert. Nor you, my lord ? 
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Jacnl. Nomore 
Than liis lordsliip. 

■lohn. My most oscellent good lord ! 

Robert. Theo, Colonel Bloiint, I give you joy I 

Jo/tn. ily dear 
Sir Philip ! 

Stepk. andjaeoh. Give you joy, fair Colonel Blount. 

John. Dear lotds — dear friend — I chote with gra- 

Robert. There only wanta the introduction dow, 
Whicli I'll accomplisü witli your lordsliip's help. 
I know you^ll patronise my friend, wliilst I 
Take charge of Lady Blanche; and as we go, 
We'II Bettle time and place ! Comc, Colonel ; sliow iis 
How you can court ! 

John. Court, üt ? — Did you say, court ? 
Therein am I especially at home ! 
May I preaume on any excellence 
I liave, it is on knowing how to oourt ! [^Tlieii yo out. 



SCENE 11.—^ Romniutlw Hou:^ 0/ hxi.v A.x. 
L'nter Charjättk aml Jank. 

C/iar. A fiue plot, is it not ? 

Jane. But where the profit, 
Besides the mirth Hwill bring you ! 

Chat: Quite cnongh ! 

Jane. You have not aeen hiin yet ? 

Char. That happiness 
Lies in perspective, They appoint to-day 
Tlie tinie and place of Meeting. If, by chanoe, 
You note nie in the street witii a stränge friend, 
Remeiuher I''im the counteas — pass me by, 
T'nless I gi^e you sign I am niyself. 

Jaiti: And Robert plann'd it all ? 

Char, Robert ? — For abame, 
Sir Pliilip, if yoii please ! If, when together. 
Wo talk of one another, kee]^ in mind 
W<; are onr noble selvcs ! You Lady Annp ! 
f. Ladv Mlaiiche '—Robert. ?ir Philip Brilliant, 
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Jacob and Stephen of their raaaters' styles ; 
Lord John Fitzwalter and Lord Stephen Hyde ! 
And HO through all our circle of familiais ! 
'Tis but with such as do not understand us, 
Who kaow us lesa than we do one another, 
"We pass for commonerB ! You are new to us ! 
Sir Philip is the author of the plot. 
'Twaa not to lose his time he went to College— 
No more tban others bom and bred above him — 
And spent three years there ! You will travel er 
You find his match in mischief. 

Jane \^listenmff2- D'd you liear 
My lady'a voice 1 

Char. I heard that person speak. 

Jane. That person ? 

Char. Lady Anne, 'long aa you live, 
Never Ist down yourself ! — You'll find too many 
Beady to do that kindnesa for you. 

Jane ^Ihteni-ng^. There 
la Lady Blanche. 

Char. I think it is that person. 
Don't look surprised — although we owe her sonie 
Conaideration aa our foster aiater, 
Who shared with us our mother's nurture— nay, 
Participates with us alniost one nature, 
Making a jest of love, and sport of lovera ; 
While siie you deign to aerve escheweth both ! 
"We trust your ladyship will be at Jiomo 
To-morrow when we call. 

.Jane. Yes, Charlotte. 

Char. Charlotte ! Forgive me, Lady Anne— 
ladyship 
Forgeta youraelf! 'Tis Lady Blanche departs 
And bids gnod morning to your ladyship ! 

^Tkey go out 
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SCIENE IIL— Amther Iloom. 
Enter Lady Bi-anche and Lady Anne. 

lAtdi/ Bl. Mau ! — man ! — the paragon ! — the fool 
he is 
When woniun kiiow tliemselvea and know to treat liini ; 
The knavo when left to hia own practices ! 
Is there a liiiaband you caii name, wlio beara 
His couree of wooing out ? — ivlio does not provü it 
A trade of common snaring ? — who resembles 
The man Iie was beforo tlio lioncy-moon ? 
A woman's lifo, niy friend, from girlhooil onwards 
Has melancholy progress ! Shc bogins 
A goddesa ; thcn declines into a bride — 
Whicb means a youug wife kceping boliday, 
Aa children sent to Bcbool go not at onte 
To tasks— noxt sinks into a bousekeeper— 
Her wedding-ring her badgc of oflico ! — thenw- 
Haply into a nurse ! — When iiiattera not 
How soon sbe sottlea into grandmama, 
To teil bei- offspj'ing of Uit aecond stock 
The atory of bcv eozening ! 

Ladt/ A. How I loTo you 
When thus you talk ! Would ail our aex were liko you ! 
And, yet, you suffer men, while I repel theni ! 

Lady Bl. I auffcr them to plague them, itnd I do so, 
You are an old niaid by anticipation. 
And moke tbe arcli di»Bcmblers stand aloof. 
Oh, how I dote upon a stauncb old maid !- — 
1*11 die one ! — She Stands iip for Hberty ; 
Talk of the rights of nicn ! The righta that want 
ITpholding are tlie rights of wonien ! — Men 
Are tyrants ! have too many rights I We know it ! 
Oursare tbe rights want Champions! We shouldbe lost 
Witliont old niaids— Oll, the delicioua crabs ! 
The faces men make at tbem when tliey find them 
Their masteis ! 

hady A. Women have more aoul than tnen. 

Ijidy BL Mtn have no sonl at ail compared to women ; 
Luol; at Queen Bess ! The man slie niade of England — 
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A man to cuff all comers ! Slie waä in fault 
In one tliing, thougli. 

Lady A. And pritliee what was tliat? 

Lady Bl. She did not call her own sex to her Councils! 
Which had she done, women had proved themselves 
The thinga they cou!d be, would men give them leave ! 
Cecii and Buvleigh ! — Bacon ! — Wliat were thcy 
But what a wonian mado theni f Men, indeed ! 
Tliere was a sample of man 's proper place, 
When Essex got his ears box'd '■• — -Do you feei 
Your fingera tingle ? Mine do ! — Yot was she 
In love with Essex ! 

Lady A. "Were you ne'er in love ? 

Lady Bl. AreyouiniBadness! Whereforedoyouask? 

Lady Ä. Because of lato wbene'or you talk of lore 
You sigh ! I have liad stränge thoiights about yon, 

Blancbe. 
They call you a coquette, and so you are ; 
Yet something teils me, onoe upon a time 
You feit a toucli of love. Do you remember 
A certain fair Wiiit Monday f Ali, you blush ! 

Lady Bl. Becauae you tax me !— Blusli ! — That fair 
Wliit Monday 
Wo went a~shopping ; and, for an adventure, 
Diaguised ourselves as simple yeomen's daughters, 
What 's tliere to blush at ! 

Lady Ä. Nothing, if no more — 
If notliing follow'd — if that fair Whit Monday 
You did not make a conquest of a youth 
Who waited on «b. 

Lady Bl. Was it at the Draper's? 

Lady A. No, Blanche. No youth was in the draper'a 

Lady Bl. The mercer's, then ? 

Lady A. Nor was it at the inercer'a, 
Nor yet the cordwainer'a — where had it been, 
How had the blushing youth contrived to take 
Tho span of your maidship's inatep, all the whUe 
His eyes upon your face — whence, as I live. 
He nevcr moved them tili we left the shop, 
Except to find the articles we ask'd for ! — 
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A youtti inisused of fate to set liini, wlicri; 
Beliüved liis bettors rather wn.it tlian he ', 
A lofty forehead, liko a niarblo dorne 
For princely tliouglits to dwell in ! eyes to court 
Cliallenge of war or loye, showing theiiiselves 
Frankly and boldly at their poata — a nose 
Of the fine Grecian witli a touch of Rome, 
Elegance i^rown'd witli strcngtli ; a moutii coniposed 
Of lips were fasliioneil after Cupid's bow, 
And, like it, niade to send Iiis arrow home. 
WingM witU their dtilcet twang ! Ambitious chui, 
Dimpied and knobh'd like pattern Antinöus' ! 
There ia hia face, wiiich well bis neck and bust 
Deserved ; as for thc rest of him, you know 
The connter hid hiwi froni us. 

Ladif Bl. Connter- like, 
In calenhition of t5ie drawhnck, doubtleas, 
His head and buat had aufier'd through the faiüt 
Of bis mis-sbapen lega. I sbould not wonder 
Had bc clubb'd feet. 

Lad^ A. Havo you not seea his feet ? 
Oome ! Did you never on ad?enture go 
A-shoppirg therc again ? 

Ltult/ BL Weil, Anne, I did ! 
Again, and yet again. — Nay, do not laiigli, 
'Twas only to enjoy the goldamith'g blusli ! 

Lady A. Tbcre, Blanche! Just now you could not 
find the shop ! 

Lad^Bl. Well! things will jamp into one'smemory 
When least wo !ook for tliem. Wby do you laugh ? 
Don't laugb, dear Anne, and I will teil you more ' 
I took the goldsmith to niy milliner's 
One day when he perforce wotild sec me home : 
A yeonian's daughter could not well, you know, 
O'errule a goldamitli's son. Well, at tbe door 
In vain I dropp'd bim court'sy after court'sy. 
In linsey-woolsey modo ! He wnuld not go. 
■' He muat bave Speech with nie a minute !" — " Xay !" 
" Indeed ho must," — then said I, " Nay," again. 
" He ninat in pity," — Still did I eay, " Nay." 
But what's the iise of " nay," said fifty times. 
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If " yea" at last will coine ? — and come it di'l : 

" He might have speech a niinute !" What 's a minute ? 

A portioQ of an hour ! A portioE gone, 

The hour is broken !— 'What's the valiie of 

A broken tliing ? — as well he have the hour ! 

Tbe hour he had ! The goldsmith's son was smitten ; 

Love at first sight !— the airow in tlie coro ! 

Wliereat the maid amused — it may be, pleased ; 

Touch'd, will you have it so. — Well, ehe was toueh'd ! — 

Did after grant the goldsmith divers meetings, 

Listening in silence to hia rhapsodies 

In rustic cloak, with hood drawn o'er her Iiead, 

Her face but half revealing ! Till, at length, 

Feeling a something — nothing like a paasion 1 — 

Perhaps an interest— yes ; like that one watches 

Tlie progresa of a pleasant story with, 

Bnt which indulging is but waste of time ; 

Having a horror, too, of slavery — 

No matter how far out of reacb of it ; 

And then, bcsides, admonish'd by my rank ; 

At last I took the resolution 

To drop the masquerade — altliongh, I own, 

With aome compunction. 

Lady A. He deserved some. 

hadyBl. He! 
Why, was he not a man ! — He proved he was ! 
Made ont his right and title. — Took bis leave 
Witbout good-bye, by word or yet by missive ; 
Since when I ne'er have met him. 'Twaa as well, 
Althougb it mortified me ! — Nothing more. 

Lady A. Who.think you, is come home? Sir Philip 
Brilliant. 
When we have time, I'll let you hear a tale 
Of bim that does him hononr. His adventnre 
Was likewiae with a goldsmith's son. 

Ladt/ Dl. Perhaps 
The same.— What was it ? — Come, the heads of it ! 

Ladi/ A. They chanced to quarrel ; fought. His 



Though wounded, would not own it, tili almost 
He dropp'd with loss of blood — whereat Sir Philip, 
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Amoxeä and captivatcd, grew his frieml ; 

Took him abroad with him, and stop iiy stpp 

Has raised to Ins owii rank. He coiiies witli him, 

This very evening, to pay visit to me, 

And iutroduce tlie gentleman. 

Lad^ El. Hia name ? 

Lad^' A. I never tlionght to ask it ! 

Lady Bt. Should it be ! 
You and Sir Philip are good frienda, it seems. 
On nie he has not call'd ! 

Lad^ A. Ile is your slave. 
You hav!' him at your fuot n-liene'er you please ; 
I own it has amozed nie tliat a man, 
So slight to contemplate, sliould liavc acbieved 
An act of generous manliood so robust 
In liealtby conieliness. 

Jane ^•^nterin^'J. Sir Philip Brilliant. 

Eiittf Sir Philip Bbilliant and Thomas fn/ Colonei. 

B[.0l-KT. 

Ladff A. Welcome, Sir Philip. 

Sir Phil. Colone! Blount, iny friend. 

Ladj/ Bl. \(igid4}. The goldsmith'g son. 

Sir Phil. Faiv Lady Anne, I kiss 
Your liand, nnd for my friend lierc, Colonel Blount, 
Claim yoiir acquaintanco. 

Ladt/ A. ^t(i Ladt BtASCHE]. 'Tis the goidsmith's 

He does not know yon ! 

I^di/ Bl. ^(mde^. How should he — lie never 
Beheld my face except beneath my hood, 
How can be ia the CounteM find a trace 
0' the simple yeoman's maid ? You 'il pardon me, 
I must go bome ! Good evening ! — Go you to 
The rout, to-nigbt, Sir Philip ? 

Sir Phil. Yes. 

Lads/ Bl. ■We'llmeet; 
And I can answer für our kost, ho '!) tliank you 
To bring your friend. — Farewell. — Good morning, sir. 
[_Goes out. 

Lad'j A. [_asi'if\. Slie seems dis tu rb'd 
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Sir Phil. Fair Lady Anne, permit 
My friend to write 3. line tliat asks despatchj — 
Forgot oti leaving home ! 

Ladtf A, The library ! 
Prav you step in and freely help yo\irself. 

Col. Bhunt. I thank you, lady !— How resemblancea, 
The moat reinote, recal familiär thinga, 
As in a ray of light one sees tbe sun ! 
Less than the ray unto the sun is she 
That 'a gone, to her whose image she recall'd. 
And set before my miad aa palpably, 
As though the paragon stood there before me ! 

Sir Phil. Dear Lady Anne, in your kind welcome 
back 
I gladly miaa'd your woiited acorn of me. 

Ladp A. Gladly ! — why name ittheo to bring it back ? 
See what you 've done ! What sball I call thee now ? 
Ware from the milliner'a, the tailor's, or 
The cordwainer's, or jeweller's, or what ? 
Tliysulf ia the least part of thee ! Tlie man 
Is trimmings to the dreas. — Thon art a niff 
Of plaita elaborate and infinite ; 
Thy vest for curiosity of style, 
Arniour of diamonda upon velvet plaited, 
Were better given a cabinet to keep 
Aa theme for wonderment to after time, 
Than left Provision for the hungry air 
That 's aure to eat it up ! Thy jerkin rnna 
Enormous risk from thy anibition ! trying 
"With aatin slaahea, ribbon-knots, and lace, 
How close to woman's gear a man's maycome. 
And atill appear a maa'a — thy trunka partake 
Ite divers sins ; and for thy hose, who says. 
In town or ont of town, thou walk' st not in 
A shrubbery, why let him own he is blind, 
To save bis credit for veracity ! 
Thy very rapier would abjure the man ! 
Its handle vouches for the laceman more 
Than the cntler — nay, nor him beside alone ; 
'Twaa plann'd in concert with a milliner ! 
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W'hicli üf tlie precious metals has tho Luiiour 
Tu lielp it to a blade ! It cannot be 
A thing ao exquisitely deÜcate 
Could pair with lioraely steel ? 

Sir Phil. Give over I 

Ladif A. I will. 

Sir Phil, i want a friend, dear Lady Anne. 

Lad^ Ä. A friend ? 
And ctime you to a woman for a friünd ' 
Better you seek a man. 

Sir Phü. He cannot help nie, 
A woman can; slie knows a woman's miitd, 
And how 'tis liit ; wliich beiug done, they say. 
Her lieart 's in jeopardy ! 

Ludy A. TVho say so ? Tliey 
IVTio do not know her ? Hit her hoart, you are surt 
Of her mind. 

Sir Phil. No easy thing to dö ! For, now. 
Three yeara and upwards liave I tried to hit 
The heart of Lady Blanche ! 

Lady A, I know you have. 

Sir Phil. Three years are past, yet am J nuw ii& 

As ever of the mark. 

Lady A. Had you guess'd that 
At aetting out, what labour had you spared, 
Or spent perhaps to inore account, empluy'd 
On some ono eise ! Sir Philip ! 

Sir Phil. Lady Anne ? 

Lady A. For thtee years have you been my tair 
acquaintance ; 
And if I err not, all that iapse of time 
You have enjoy'd good health ! 

Sir Phil. Nay; no man bettor ! 

iMdy A. Your appetite has never fail'd yuu '< 

Sir Phil. Never ! 

Lady A. So I should think ! — You have always 
slept o' niglits ? 

Sir Phil. From laying down my head to lifting it ! 

Lady A. Sound sleep ? — No trouble in the shape of 
dreams ? 
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Sir Phil. None that I recoÜect. 

Lad^ A. And yet in love ! 
And not siiccessfully ! — 'Tis very stränge ! 

Sir Phil. 'Tis very stränge. 

Lady A. Come, teil me how you feel 
Towatda Lady Blanche ? Wbat are tlie ägna whereby 
You know you love her, when you thjnk of her ? 
Do you aigh very deeply ? 

Sir Phil. I'm not sure 
That I do dgh at all — but I'm in love. 

Lady A. You cannot be in love, unleas you sigh. 

Sir Phil. A man may sigh, without his knowing it. 

Lady A. That's true. How feel you when another 

Detains her ear aloof ! 

Sir Phil. How feel I then ? 
How should I feel ? > 

Lady A. Do you not purse your brows ? '.- 

Sir Phil. No ! ¥ 

Lady A. No ! — Do you not bite your lip ? ' 

Sir Phil. No! 

Lady ^. No ? 
Nor elencb your hand ? 

-Sir Phil. Nor clench my hand ! — Why should I ? 

Lody A. Could you not knock him down ? 

Sir Phil. I'd like to know 
Für what ? 

Lady A. You would Üke to know for what? You 

You are vcry deep in love, What would j»fr do 
With Lady Blanche, suppose you married iitsA 

Sir Phil. Show her to court and town-^go «very- 
where, 
And take her with me, that the world might see 
She that rejected scorea of suits was mine. 

Lady A. It ia his vanity that loves, not hetifoawfc.] 
No enterprise of danger then it seems 
I hetp you in instructing you tlie way 
To win the heart of lovely Lady Blanche ! 

Sir PhU. None. 

ZMdy A. Should we fail, you are a sound man still ; 
N 2 
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There is no fear of dying, failing sick, 

Of loas of appetite, or aleep, or auglit 

Pemicious to your comfort ' 
Sir PAH. Not tlie least ! 
LadyÄ. If youabouldfail, youfail; ifwin,y 

Indiffürent whbh ! 

.SiV Phil. Kay, I would ratlier win. 
Ladf/A. ^^aside]. You ought, that covet it so li 
■S'if Phil. Now, then, niy lesson ! What am ] 
Ladi/ Ä. 'Tis plain ehe likes you not, tlie ni 

Sir Phil. "Tis very piain. 

Ladt/ A. Tlien be anotlier man. 
This outlay of attire — tliis garniture 
Of trimmings and of trinkets — looks not well 
In certain womens eyes. It comes too near 



Sir Phil. It does 60 ! 

Lady A. Cliange this gear at once. 
Dres8 well, but let it be like othcr mcn. 
Nothing particular — as if you'd say 
'■ Look at nie, ladies ; how do you like me ?" What 
Ä question for a man 1 and do not speak 
Between a simper and a lisp ; it shamea 
A mouth witU a beard ; and don't tread mincingly : 
'Tie bad enongli in a woman,— what, tlien, in 
A mau ! And in tho act of courtesy 
Give not your body such a sway, as though 
It were a miracle thc trunk and limbs 
Did hold together ; but in all your acta 
Be simple and at home. You may gain much 
And will lose notbing by it. Do you read ? 

Sir Phil. Occasionaliy, yes — by fita and starts. 

Ladi/ A. Latin and öreek ? 

Sir Phil. I have half forgotten them. 

lAtdff A. Would you renew your memocy there 

You are welcome. Call and let us read together. 
Sir Phil. Dear Lady Anne, bow good you are ! 

We are friends ? 
Lady A. We atc ! 
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Sir Phil. Tlien let me seal it on your liand. 
I am almost loath to go ! 

Ladt; A. " Almost," no stop ! 
Keep ever to " almost," you are safe enongh. 

Sir Pkil. I'U See what keeps my Mend ! 

iarfy A. I'll foUow you ! 

Sir Phil. Yet, ere I go, I'!l tiss your hand once mor 

Lady A. That man iiaa got a beart and does m 
know it. 
Nought of himself, aave what his mirror aliows liim. 
He sees. His eyes are slmt to what he is, 
Therein, where lie his nohler properties ; 
ni open them and make a man of him ! 
Anne ! what art thou about ! Eschewest thou 
His sex and hold'at eompanionahip with him ? 
In ciianty ! — nothing more ! It would be stränge 
If, teaching him to woo fair Lady Blanche, 
I chanced to cause him turn his eyes on me ! 
At tlie bare thought how takes ray heart alarm I 
Weil \ can I help it, comes it to that pass ? 
It is his own affiur ! and touching Blanche, 
No heartscald 'tis to her ! She loves him not, 
My life upon it not withont some cost, 
Did Blanche return to sun her eyes agiun 
1' th' blushing cheek of the yonng jeweller t 
I wonder was it fancy, but I thought 
Sir Philip hlush'd on taking leave of me. 
Thiise bluslies are stränge things ! Upon my life, 
One cannot think of them, but one feels strangely ! 
Well for him he 's in love witli Lady Blanche, 
If had his chance with her 'twere worse with me ! 
And yet I doubt if love for her he feels. 
Love her tbree years, and never once fall sick, 
Lack appetite, lose sleep — sound sieep ! no dreams 
To trouhle it ! — no hurrioane of aighs. 
AUow another lay dose siege to her 
And never purse his brow, nor bite his lip, 
Nor clench his hand as he could knock him down ; 
He cannot be in love with Lady Blanche ! \_Goes o: 
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SOENE l.—The Park. 



Euter Robebt ai 
Hob. Tliis is tlie place ! — 'Tis now almost the hour '. 
Now — Lady Blanche ! — forget the iady's maid, 
Aüd be tlie Countess. Bear yourself with hoight ; 
Incline your head in lieu of curtseyiiig ; 
Aud that not over-mnch ! — Be affin ent 
In airs ! — Äs maDy gracea aa you can ! 
Do not forget your Friends, Lords John and Stephen ; 
Let nothing trace them to the servants' room 
That falls from thee ! And pray you keep in mind 
My baronotcy ! — but through all your pride 
Lot admiration of this coxcomb shine, 
As it behoves you to be smit with him ■ 
They oome. — Now prove yourself an actress. — Mark ; 
We ''11 pasH theni firat, then turn.— -They know their cue. 

Enter Stephen, John, .'acob. 
Steph. and Jacoh \jis theti ernsg^- Good day ! 
Rob.andCkar. [verif stately ; eroasing and goinff ouf\. 

Good day ! 
John [^stopping the otken.'] Is that the Countess? 
St^A, Doa't 
Look back ! 'Tis not the inode. We '!1 turn anon, 
The odda arc ten to one they do the sanie. 

[ Theygo ottt, then r^um ; Robert mid Charlotte 
retuming at the iarne time — hoth parties come tu 
a stand. 
Ültph. Good day again, Sir Pliilip. 
Roh. Dear Lord John, 
It ia, indeed, a fair and snnny day ! 
Lord Stephen, how are you ?— Your serv-ant, sii- ! 
John. Mean you not to preaent me ? 
St<iph. Stay awhilo ! 
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Cha-r. {halfaloud to Robert.] A monstroua hand- 
aome persou tliat, Sit Philip. 

Jokn. Shc speaks, methinks, of me ! 

Slepk. and Jacob. Be sure she does. 

Jokn. She is Struck ! Pray introduce me. — Nothing 
like 
Clenching the nail at once ! 

Stepk. My friend aspires 
To know you, Lady Blanche! 

Char. His grace is good. 

Jokn. She takes me for a duke ! — Your Ladyship 
O'erratea, alas, my rank ! I am not a duke. 

Char. Alas, 
Not für your lordship, but tlie rank which lacks 
The prido of owning such an omament. 

JoAn. She'U have me an earl, if I am not a duke. 
I can't account for thia ! 

Steph. 'Tis instinct, sir ! 
Like natures oft find one another out ! 
Though yet piain gentlemaa, I would not say 
But you 're an earl or duke in embryo ! 

John. I have my own forebodings thereupon ; 
'Twere fit I undeceived her, — were it not ? 
Fair lady ! neitber duke nur earl am I, 

Char. I raust believe your looka against your 
words ! 

Jokn. Nay, lady, trust my worda against my looks ! 

Roh Fair Lady Blanche, 'tia even as he saya ; 
Affiict hink not with inoredulity, 
For he is honest, even as well favour'd ! 
That noble presence — for It is 
No lesa than noble, aa 
Of feature, form, and bearing do attest — • 
Belongs to neither duke nor earl, but calls 
A commoner its owner ! 

Char. Do you say ao ? 
Nor duke not earl ! — la he a baronet ? 

Roh. Nor yet a baronet! 

John, How very strong 
The feeling of my quality is upon her ! 

Char. Who is your friend, and what ? 
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Eoh. LoTii John, liow strangely 
You introduced the gentleman ! I vow 
Yoii nevcr named him ; so the ceremony 
Must be perform'd again ! Fair Lady Blanche, 
Perniit nie to solicit your at-quaintance 
For Colone! Bloimt. 

Ckar. For Colonel Blount !— Oh, no ' 

Roh. Indeed ! indeed ! 

Char. I can't helleve it. 

Roh. TruD 
As I'm a baroniit. 

Steph. Or I, a lord. 

Jacob. Or I, anotSier, or as yoar ladyship 
is Lady Blanche. 

Char. t>eny me Lady Blanche, 
Deny tliat you are lords ; Sir Philip, you 
That you"rc aharonet; but teil me not 
That gentlemau is a coIoncl ! — Colonel ? — Fie 1 
Not he! 

JoJiH. Does she suspect me, do yoii think ? 
I liave niy fears ! 

Rob. And so liave I ! 

John. Indeed ! 
Were it not better then I stole away ? 

Char. A colonel ! Fie, Sir Philip — fie, Lord Johii 
Lord Stephen ! Play oii tny crediility ! 
Palm your friend on me for a colouel ! 

John. Clear 
Sbe punetrates the tiiitb — I will be gone ; 
Don t stop me, dear Sir Philip. 

Ckar. Colonel — Sir, 
Are you a colonel ? 

Jokn \^aside to Rahmig. What ani I tu say ; 

Roh. Put a bold face upon it ! — Say at uul'i 
YiiH would not contradict her ! 

Jokn \_alanvmering~\. 'Twere offence 
To say I am the tbing your ladysliip 
Ai^aerts me not to be ! 

Cltar. I knew 'twas so ! 
I knew be was no colonel ! 

John. I'm undcne. 
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Ckar. A colonel ! doea he look like one ? — Wl] y, 

You canniit use your eyea ! Your friend must be 
A geaeral I 

John, (rivemejoj'! I breathe again, 
like one i atf drown'd that'e to tbe surface broiight \ 
I ihaak yi «r ladyahip for giving ine 
So high a :'an1[ ! I am a general 
In prospec ', \ 

Roh. New you'U do. Propose to walk. 
And offer lier your arm, 

John. Let me take time, 
Scarce yet ^an I fetch breatli- 

Rob. Love's time ia now ! 
It brooks not putting off! Love'a time is wheii 
It sees 'tia welcome. So yoii seera to be 
And make your mo3t of it. Surpriee will take 
The fort would mock a siege ! Deelare yourself, 
And atraigl t propose. You know the chaDce faiiit beart 
Euns with fair lady ! 

John. Y.s. 

Robert. Theo profit by 
T!ie adage. Sure you lack not courage. 

John. Courage? 
And with a woman !— Be there anytbing 
Wherein I have the mastery beyond 
All otber things, 'tis courage with a woman ! 
Your ladyelip. 

Char. ^very »tately]. Sir ! 

[John w tkroian off his guard. 

Steph. What is she about ? 

Robert. Lei ber alone. She hetter knows than you. 
Without a little frost, a summer comes 
With half a welcome. 

CJiar. Sir ? What would you aay ? 
I think, or Vm deceived, you apoke just now. 
"WeU, sir ? 

John \at <i /os»]. The day ia niarvellously fine. 

Char. 'TIm June, sir. 

Jokn. June ! So it is ! Then tbe day 
May well be fine without a miracle. 
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Char. And yet fuv Juno the day ia finc. 

John. 'Twas that 
I meant to Süy. 

Char. A breezy day ! 

John. It is 
A breezy day, 

Char. Tlioiigh warm. 

John, Tliough warm. 

Chrir. A day, 
Mf tliiitks, to walk. Do you Üke walking, sir ? 

^Piittinp her arm througk hie 

John, Much, rery inucli. It is a passioa witU nie! 
I love to walk — luxuriato in a walk ! 
And I walk well. So, please your ladyship, 
If there 's one thing wherein I rnost excel, 
'Tis Walking. 

Char. I should like to learn »f you- 

Jnhn. When ? I am ready any time. 

Cluir. Wliy, now ; 
Siucc I have plaeed my arm — I trust witii leave — 

John, Now be it tben. How proud I am 
To wait npoa your ladyship. I live 
Only to pleaae your sex. 

Char. You flatter us. 

John, Nay, Lady Blanclie, 'tis simple bonesty - 
Mere honesty. If there 'a a quality 
Whereon, above all otbers, I preaume — 

Char. You need not teil ine, Col. Blount — I know— 
Am Sure — ^coald awear it. It is honesty. 

lT/uyy<, out 

SCEXE II.— 'Flut Antechamber toa BaU-Koonc. 

Enter Lady Bi,angh>:. 

La-},;/ Bl. He knows me not at all ! — Hi.s 
Far as concerns me, is a perfect blank, 
And in his heart not e'en a spark remaius, 
To mind me of the love he bore me wheu 
I si^eui'd a yeoman's maid. Sbe ia forgot 
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But I'll avenge her ! and enslaye hie heart 
Before he knows his danger. Twice or tlirice 
We apoke in passing. In his eye I saw 
No witnesa to the oliarms which. all allow ! — 
But aoon shall lie attest them to his cost. 
He comea ! — l'U hold him now in apite of him ; 
Find out his vulnerable part — all men 
That have free hearts are somewhat vulnerable ! — 
Propitiate liis vanity, his pride, 
Humonr — -whate'er sways uppermost ; and then 
Bigbt to hia lieart, and win the citadel 
"Wbich, mine, who lists niay keep. — -He comes !^Ii 
thought ! 

Enter Coldnel Blount. 
Weil, Colonel Blount, I saw you dance just now. 
Come, sir, ait down, and teil me how yuu Hked 
Your partner, sir — a special friend of mine ! 

Col. Blount. A. lady worthy praise. 

hadff Bl. Did you admire 
Her diamonda !— Mine are paragona to them ! \_Aside 
They are very rieh ! — Perhaps you do not care 
For gems ! — No more do I ! — But what of that ? 
The World does ! What are you and I againat 
The World ? — I know what you would aay ! One's sei 
May be one's world, or one inay light upon 
Another seif outweighs the world ! That seif 
When I shall find, farewell tlie world for me ! 
The diamonds I could prize were shining thoughts, 
Mined in the heait of one that 1 could love ! 
{_Aside.~\ Ä. sliaft ahot straight and should go home.— 

He 's Struck ! 
If Struck, he should be stung ! The deer is charm'd ! 
Tlie akill I try on him, I throw away ! 
I'll give it over ! At the firat shot ? No, 
The quiver yet is füll. Wliat ponders he ? 
[_Ah^d.2 Where are your thoughta, sir ? 

Col. Blount. Lady, cloae at band, 
Whene'er you call tliem to attend upon you. 

Ladi/ Bl. Attendance willing waits not to be call'd, 
But still forestals the sunimons, atill attends ! 
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Not that 1 ciaim such servitude from uns,' 

Tliat's biit my new acquaintuüce ! By and hy 

Pörfiaps I inay bc mure obaei'Ved — and iiiore 

May wisli to be so. Tliere are scoree of inen 

Wbu watcii my looks to wunn my wiahes from them, 

Aiid du them ere they are tokl ! But what are scores 

That dun't include the unit which we want? 

Found I that unit, farewell scorcs of aoores — 

Nay, farewell milhons ! It wore inore to me ! 

I tiiiiik the day will conit- - nay, I beüeve 

'Tis nearer tlian I thouglit ic yest^rday, 

When first I mady your fair acquaintanue, isir ! 

[_AJde.2 T!ie man 's a stock ! IIu cannot liear ! Hl try 

If he cau see I [_Ahud.'] Wheri! are your thouglits 

Col. Bloant. Here, madam, your retainers. 

Lad^ Bl. \_Asid&.'y Such retaiiievs 
Higlit wa!t upon my grandniotlier für me ! 
X^Aloud."^ TLe lady'a forehead you were dancing with, 
They say, a streng resembiance btars to niine. 
Doea it ? 'Tis nut so higli by half an incli [_As%di'\. 
WoU, sir '( 

Coi. Blount. I am tliinking, madam, 

Lady BL \_AM6.'] Tliiuking, when 
He shonld be looking ! Where are tlie man's eyes ? 
Poring U])ou bis feet — and mine beaide tliem ! 

Col. Blount. I own I tannot see tlie likeness. 

Lad^ Bl. lAloua.-} I 
Sbould wonder if you did '. \_Aloud.~\ I do not think 
(Jur foreheads much alike^mine, I believe, 
Somewliat exceeds in lieight ! Do you tliink it does ? 

Cül. Bloant. I tliiiik it does a üttlc. 

Ladn Bl \_Adde.'} Half an incb 
A little in the forehead ! Pshaw ! He knows not 
Wliat he is saying ! \_Aliiud.'] Sir, are you listtning 
to me ? 

Col. Bhunt. With all my eara ; 

Lady Bl. Tben all, 1 fear, all laek I 
^Aside.'2 I will transfix bim with my arms ! Tliey say 
That tiiat saiue lady lias eurpassing arms ! 

Col. Blijimi. Slie wears surpassing bracelets ' 
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hady. Bl. Like you not 
A lady ahould wear braceleta ? 

Col. Blount. I like nothing 
Would aupersede tte handiwork of Nature 1 
Why mask the graceful wrist ? Stopp'd Nature there, 
Inatead of going on consunimately 
To the fair finish, what wouM you have said ? 
Art is s, gracious 1ia,udmaid to work on, 
Where lier liigh miatress, Nature, faila ; bitt thence 
Is a poor critic who but sliamee hiniself 
Improvin;^ what 's complete ! 

Lad^ Bl. [_Asitle.'J He ia roused at last ! 
I have found bis vein. He shall not nod again. 
[_Alottd.'] My braceleta liurt. — The clasps are very stifF. 
I pray you lielp me take them off! I 'II never 
Weav them again. — Now, sir, yonr eyes are mine. 

{_Aside. 

Col. Bhunt [holdin^ her hand, and eorUemplating the 
br(Kelel\. 'Tia wonderftil ! 

Lady Bl. [_Aside.^ He perchea and is limed — my 
aaucy linnet ! 
How liglit you made juat now of the poor busb, 
A spray of which has caught you ! 

Cül. Blount [_Hill holding, ^c.]. Art) beat tliat ! 

Ladff Bl. \^Aeide.'^ Slie can't ! 

Col. Blonnt \jtill holding her kanS\. Or find the 
thing that will comprise 
Such ricliness in ten thousand times the space ! 

Lady Bl. [_Aaide.Ji He lias found out at last I have 

We'll live in hopes he will find out anon 
I have a, face aa well ! 

Col. Blount. Why, caracta thua 
Might weigh almost gainst kingdoms. 

Lady Bl. \_Aside.2 Caracts !— What 
Have arms to do with caracts ? 

Col. Blount. Multiply 
The graina of each of these a thousand fold. 
And let the bulk grow witli thtm, you will have 
The income of an empire in the space 
That spana this little wrist ! 



•dby Google 



Ladi/ Bl- Jlean you niy diamimda? 
Siv, yi>u were 'preiitice tu a lapidary ! 

Col. Bhunt. I know I was. 

Lady Bl. Then, having left your craft, 
Yo« shoiild folget it. 

Col. Blount. 'Twas an honest one ; 
And, tliougli I loved it not, I bluah not for it ! 

Ladt/ Bl. Wliat kind of man is tliis 1 — I am 
getful ; lA 

I liave been ungenavous and ask your pardon ! 

Cül. Blount. Pardon !— O no ! iuifiossible !— a 
Must never ask for pardon ! 

Lady Bl. You forgire me? 

Col. Blount. I will when you offend nie ! 

L'idy Bl. Tlien wo aro friends. 

Col. Blount. Tlien I am liappy ! 

Laäp Bl. You ate a soldier, sir. 
Teil me of your exploits. I bve brave nien, 
And liear their deeds witli ploaeure. 

Col. Bhunt. Had I deeds 
To speak of, I had ratlier otliers told tliem. 

Lorfy Bl. Come, sir, wliat is a battle ? 

Col. Blount. Glory, madam. 
In a just cause, but at tbe best bonght dearly 
When men destroy their brother men, like them 
Framed in tbe iniage of their common Maker ! 

Lmlff Bl. You would fight again ? 

Col. Blount. I would, to serve my eountry ! 
But should bc glad she needed not such service. 
We muat have wars, if otbers will provoke us, 
And ever tlien, I trust, act gallantly, 
Ab men that loathe aggression ! — but, I iiope, 
Tiiat golden age will come — 'tis promised us. — 
When men will fear their God and live like men. 
To bnites resigning carnage. 

iot/y Bl. {_Aside.'\ He o ertowera me 
In all iie thinks and feels !-^I grow to fear him ! 
He has bis weaknesses ! — who is without them ? 
I'll find them out ! — hu is nothing bnt a man ! 
Soldiers live merrily, they §ay, in quarters— 
^Al.jwl'] You don't refiist y-mi- -lass ! 
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Col. Blount. Nor yet abuse it; 
ünleas, perliaps a joyous time or two 
When men make holiday, and opeo hcaits 
Would ahut at my defection — yet e'en then, 
Kcep somewliat witliin compass ! — Do believe me. 
And for my credit press me not too closely. 

Lady Bl. Q^«'rfe.] How honest ia he ! if I prove bim 
further, 
I almost fear to find myself a knave ! 
Yet ril go on ! ^^/o«rf.] — Soldiers, I have heard, luve 

play. 
You play ? 

Col. Blount. At times ; and tben for the suspenae 
That Chance createa — tliat mistresa none cau fix, 
Who from the sharper'a claap escapes as well 
As hia wlio woos her with fair gallantry ! 
I uever gamble. 

LMdi/ Bl. How can you refrain ? 

Col. Blount. With thought of what a paltry act it is ! 
To aay the leaat, it never can consist 
With proper nianhood to enjoy the thing 
Was not one's own an liour ago, and chance, 
Not his own merit, now lias won him ! Then, 
To wax rieh by another'a poverty ! 
My pillow for the sieep it givcth me 
To rob another man's ! — How could I lay 
My head npon it?— when I feast, the bread 
Tliat loada my board, to leave another's bare, 
Ay of a ernst perhaps ! — How could I touch it ? 
To go abroad and ahow the witncss sun 
My fulneaa at such destitution bouglit 
As robs that eun of light and heat to one 
Who yesterday rejoiced in them and blesa'd them ! 
Can he who gamea have feeling ? — yea, he inay ! 
But better in my mind he had it not ! 
For I esteem him preferable far, 
In rate of manhood, that has not a heart 
Than he tbat has, and makes vile use of it ! 
Tho one is traitor unto nature, which 
The other can't be call'd ! — Were it my lot 
In aome unguarded moment of capricc. 
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Forgetfulness, or augbt tliat i'eiidors oac 
Unlike oue's-self — Werc it in sucli a lapso 
My lot tu win a fortime— ei'c I slept 
I must disgorge my gains, that tlie next day 
I miglit awake a man ! 

Lad^ Bl. lAinde^. He ia a man ! 
Wliere am I ?— Wliat am I altout ? 1 fear 
I have fouiid a master wher« I souglil a slave. 
Heigho !^methinks I could loük up to tiim, 
Give liiiu obiidience, woidd lie in csthange 
Give m« !iis lieart !— But is it liis to give ? 
ni try, yet fear to try ! — \^Aloud.'2 Soldiers are luvers 
Some nieii are woraen-liaters — ai'e yoii onc : 
Col Blount I lioiiour women. 
Lailii Bl But I spuke of loving 
Saj all meii lo\e , ^et luve not all alike. 
Some Dien luve liglitly, others serionsly, 
Some last, some citange — wliich way of t'üese love you ? 
Col Bliunt Indeed you puzzle me ! 
Lady Bl. \ ou are afraid 
To ans wer! 

Col. Blount. No !— If you take my answer — 
I love für ever if I love at all ! 

Lad^ hl. \_Äg'ule.'^ I see !— He never lovi^d tlie yt-u- 

lAhvd.'} Wliat call you l.ivitig ( 

Col. Blount. Bligsful clierisliiiig ! 
Of ouF own happiness that makes a casket 
Wherein to keep a treaaured other's safe ! 
He who loves lightly does not love at all. 
He only tliinks he lovea ! 

Lad^ Bl. \^Anäe.'^ So Inved he wlieii 
He loved the yeoman'a maid ! 

Col. Blount. There is mure of Heaven 
In that sweet mood than auch a man e'er dream'd of ! 
Love üghtly ! — Love is nothing, if its root 
Pierces the aurface only of the heart ! 
It must dive to the core, theo wliat will pluck it out 
With übres so embedded ! It may happen 
The objett i« forgetful ; hut wliat then, 
If 'tis fuund uiit tuo kite ; — The soil hath given 
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Ita riebest spirits to the growth. — 'Tis spent ! — 
I don't believe tliat heart can loye again ! 
I am sure it cannot ! 

Lady Bl. \_Asidf\. He will steal my heart 
Before my face, and all againat my will, 
Nor give me hold uf his. — I miist break off 
Tbis converso ! \_Aloud.'y Sir, I tbank you for tbe 

You have wasted on me ! We have talk'd of trifles, 
But pleasantly — nay, very pleaaantly ! 
You are going ? Ä good nigbt — a kind good nigbt. 
I am glad of your aequaintance— will sliake lianda 
If you please ! I Lave tired you, have I not ? — Don't 

answer ; 
I know you must deny. 

Col. Blount. I do so frankly. 

Lady Bl. I tbank you frankly then, and so good 
night. QCoLONEL Bloubt goea out. 

How changed I feel ! — I do not know myself ! 
Cbanged ! — He shall change. I 'U bring bim to bis 

I woiider what he thinks of me ? — I "11 plan 

A snare for hlm sbalt show me. — He did not kiss 

My band ! — and, when I gaye it him, almost 

1 beid it to bis lips ! - One tbing is certain, 

Tlie ycoman'a maid is free to love for hini ! 

How I deceived myself, to think one monient 

The man was any otber than a man ! 

How very soon I have diaabused myself ! 

To-murrow shall unfold ! — not kiss my band '. 

I couhl have sworn he would have kissM my band ! 

i_Goesüut. 
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SCENE I. — The Honeeof Lady Anne. — A Room. 
L'nler Ladv Anne. 
Ladif A, He thrives beyond myliopes! Leave an 
old maid 
Alone to make a man, reforming him 
After tlie fashion likes lier. Women prate 
Who talk of conqiiest while tliey stoop to love ! 
What's away for sway but mere cquality 
TVherein the party teast deserves to rule — 
And that, past all dispute, is man, the lord ! — 
Ne'er rests tili he disturba the perfect pulse, 
Into his own scale throws his inight — that good 
Wlierein the brüte hatli maatery o'er him — 
And to the beam heaves up the counter ope, 
To hang there at hia will !— Had women but 
Tlie thew9 of men. ! My very girlhood solvod 
The riddle of their sovereignty !— Brougbt «|) 
With two male cubs of cousins, was not I 
A likely one the relative deaerts 
Of women and of men to put to proof ? 
And didn't I ? — I beat them to a stand ! 
We Started all togetber ! Where were tbey 
Wlien I could read ? — Why, in tbe apelling-book 1 
Wjien I was in subtraction where were they ? 
A cndgelling their braina to cast a sum 
Of ten linea in addition ! I could rhyme 
My tables backwaida, while they fonght with pounda, 
Shillings and pence, that kept the upper band 
And laugh'd at them for masters ! I could parse, 
While they on footing of most s)(y acquaintance 
Kept with their parts of äpeech ! In one thing only 
I found I met my betters — and e'en there 
I tried them, tliougli I came off second best — 
I i:ould not beat them when they quarrcIlM with me ! 
Because they held my haiids!— TIk-v wkxv nfraid 
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To fight me ! — But Sir Philip thrivea apace, 
Äod all of my performing ! — And wliat pains 
He takes to plcase me, witli liis air, hia galt, 
His dress, and moat of all hia books ! How fond 
He is of atudy ! ni da all I can 
To enoourago him ! — At !aat, lie 'U make a man ! 

Enter Jane. 
Well, Jane. 

Jane. One asks to aee yout ladyaliip, 
Whose forward manners call hia years most hackward. 
He looks but twenty, may you trust hia chin, 
But should be thirty and no minute wasted. 
He told hia will, nor gaye me time to anawer, 
But, making of hia arma a pillory, 
Began to kisa me, madam ! Smack on amack, 
Quick as the clapper of the 'larum hell 
That ne'er givea o'er before the weight ia down, 
Like him wlio atill held on tili out of breath ! 

Ladff A. Hadst not a tongue, girl, to let loose upon 
him? 

JaTie. I had, my lady ; but my lipa were Btopp^d. 

Lady A. But when your lipa were free ! 

Jane. The härm waa done ! 

Lady A. I will not aee him ! 

Jane. He ia at the door ! 

Lady A. Shut it ! Go ring the bell ! 

Lady Bl. \jneerinff disguiaed as a man]. And if ahe 
doea, 
I'U ring the changea on her lips again, 

Lady A. Go call my footman ! 

Lady Bl. If ahe beata them spite, — 
For I ahall trounce them aoundly, if they come ; 
I'll ring the bell ; but mark the eonaequence, 
Footmen or maida, I *H kiaa you spite of them, 
Before their facea ! Be they maida that come, 
ru kiaa the maids as weil. — You see my mood ; 
So, be you aqueamish, take me by yourself 
And leave the bell alone ! 

Jane. Shall I ring, my lady? 

Lady A. No, don t ! 
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Lady Bl. Yon hear ! — You mark ? — You know 
yonr cue ? 
You liave not becn yon lady's maid in yain ? 
You Ve of no use ! — Wliy loiter bare ! — Begone ! 

Lad</ .4- I can commaad niy maid myself ! 

Lady Bl. You can ! 
But lietter now tUat I command tlian you, 
For on rebellion tlearly is slie bent, 
Seeing liet absence leaves ns two alone ! 
By all tho arrowa ever Cupid shot, 
By all tlie hearts tliat ever med bis bow. 
Tliou art jealous of tby mistress ! 

Jane. Sir ! 

Lady Bl. Tbou art ! 
Thou wouldst we still were standing in tbe ball ; 
Thon wouldst my errand t)iere were still to teil ; 
Tliou wouldst tbe vaila I gave tbee in advance 
Wete still to pay — yea, tbou wouldst give tbem back 
To have tliom paid again ! I am willing — but 
Tbere is a time — tliere is a place -and tbis 
Is neitlipr place, nor timo — avoid tliee, tben ! 
For, were my love tbe fraugbt of twenty mei». 
Yet of ono man I i.'annot well make two. 
And tliough tlie la<ly"s beauty tracks tlio maid's, 
Yet niust tbe lady's seif prccedence take 1 
So, Fondness! — leave tbe ronm ! — Nny tben — 

Jane \j-eli-eatbi(/ frotii Ladff Blanc/te']. l am gono. 
[_Gim oul. 

Ladt/ A. How wrong may tbrive by sheer audacity, 
Wbile, witb amaze, propriety givea way 
Beforo tbe tbiog sbe aconis ! 

Lady Bl. Give me a kiss ! 

Lady A. A kiss ! — I never yet gavo kiss tu man ! 

LadyBl. You havekiss'd memany a time 1 Women 

Tbeir girlbood days ! Tbeir lofty age o'erlooks 
Sucb tiny tbings ! 

Lady A. Kiss'd thee l 

Lady Bl. Wben we bave stroll'd 
Along green lauea in boneyauckle time, 
Witb tbrilbng tbroats mockmg tlie merry l>irds : 
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When we have chased oacli other 'mong tlio shöaves, 
Whoae eara have lent us gold to make us crowns ; 
Wlien, forced to koep tlie liouse in winter, of 
Out plays we liave made firea to warm ouraelvea ; 
Or when we have coax'd spring on with primroses, 
Till liedge-rows leaved, and trees were ali a-bluom ! 
I have kiss'd thee all these timea, not to recount 
How often we have aat on the Same chair, 
Or made a chair of one another's lap, 
On the same carpet roU'd — siept in one bed ! 

hady A. {ßlirkks}. Ah ! 

L^y Bl. You may sliriek. — There was no shrieking 
then— 
In Short, were comatea more than hand or glove, 
For still were we together ! — Kiaa me, Anne ! 

Lady A, Hoa ! help ! 

Lady Bl. Why don't you kuow nie, aimpleton ? 

Lady A. Blanche ! 

Lady Bl. \bowinff~]. At your aervice. 

Lady A. What may this forebode ? 

Lady Bl. Why, victory ! I cannot teil thee now ! 
I came to pat my masquerade to proof ! 

Lady A. Tis excellent ! 

Lady Bl. And so, in verity 
You toük me for a man ! 

Lady A. In verity. 

Lady Bl. The dress beconies me ?— Eh ! 

Lady A. To admiration ! 

Lady Bl. Is not niy carriago very like a man's t 
Have I not canght his tyrant strat f 

Lady A. You have ! 

Lady Bl. The style with which he bears his empty 
head? 

Lady A. You have ! 

Lady Bl. His frown when he would scare a man ? 

Lady A. You have. 

Ijady Bl. His smile when he would pleaee a woman ? 

Lady A. You have. 

Lady Bl. "When thus I poiae me on one foot, 
Planting at ease the bther, with one hand 
In my breast, the other at my side, with arm 
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Akimbo, say you were not in my secret, 
Would you not take your oatli I was a man ''. 
Lady Ä. I would ! 

haäy El. 'Twiil do I Kiss me, Uear Anne, again ! 
LaAy A. I hear a step. 
hady Bl. Keep quiet, will you, Anne ! 
Jane \j-unning öj?]. Madam — O la ! 

^Sb^piiig Short at sixing Ladv Anne icith hei' 
kmd oji Lady Blanchb's ähouider, white L*Dy 
Blanohg kiasee her. 
Lady Bl. How cnvy stopa lier breatli ! 
Yoii need not go — we do not mind you — weil ! 
Your errand — if you liave one ? Much 1 doubt 
'Twas jealouay tbat btought you back agaiß ! 

Lady A. \jtül lollmg (yii Lady Blanche]. What ia 

it, Jane ? 
Lady Bl. You see we 'ra quite at liome 
With one another. Well, wliat is it, aweetlit-art ! 
Jane. Sir PliiÜp Brilliant waits to see my lady. 
Lady Bl. Show him up staira. 
Jane. Well, if I ever dreani'd— 
Lady Bl. Slie soarce uan move for very spite — Be- 
gono ! [^Jane ffoes o>.ü. 

Lady A, What ahall be done ? 
Xjady Bl. Done ?— Let them sliow him up ! 
I am sure I make as good a man as hc is ! 
How clianged 8ir Philip k ! — How grave he grows ! 
I half believe my empire tliete is done ! — 
Why ataid you ycster' evening from the ball ? — 
I ne'er saw man so alter'd as Sir Philip ! 
He thinks I Hc does ! Looks pensive, as I live ! 
What briogs him liere, dear Aime ? 

Lady A. {Jtesitatiny ."^ To learii of mi; 
How to make love to yoii, 

Ltidy Bl. Learn to make love 
To me ! How long aince you have open'd scbooi ? 
You ne'er gave lesson on tliat art before ! 
But wit does wonders ou emergency ! — 
Anne ! — They say teachers learn tUe while they teach ! 
Take care ! — Amercy, where '9 your old miud's dress ? 
What do you teach Sir Philip ? 
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Laä^ A. We read Latin 
Together. 

Lad^ Bl. Anne ! — I can translate your Latin 
Better tban yon can. Here your pupil comes ! 

Enter Si» Philip. 
An o'ergrown boy, methinks, to go to scliool ! 
But such a one, if once he takes to tasks, 
Makes progress.^Paya he thee in coin or kind ? 
Coin ! — -No such item in the schedulo broad 
Of love'a eatate, composed of things as light 
As sunahine ! — air ! — the odour air exhalea ! 
The aofteat auund it lends its limber wing ! 
Not that it always, yet, escheweth things 
More tangible, begot of hands and ups ! 
Fareweil ! I never saw so clear a dawn ! 

Ladff A. Dawn! It is day. 

Lady B. 'Tis dawn will grow to day ! 
I tel! thee, Anne, 'twas e'en Aurora's seif 
Tbat now I spied — that early, modeat niaid 
"Who opes the curtaina of the sleeping aun. 
And, blushing, fliea hia gaze .' Permit my Ups 
To preas your band. — Now, laark my bow ! TAsith.'\ 
Adieu ! 
[Lady Blanche howa to Sir Philip, and^oes out. 

Sir Phil. [MMeiwiVy]. A handsome youtb ! 

Lady A. Umpb .' Well enougb ! 

Sir Phil. He eeems 
An old acquaintance, for he kies''d your band 
ßight lovingly ! 

Lady A. 1 liave known him rather long, 

Sir Phil. I would I had not come ! 

Lady A. Why, prithee ? 

Sir Phil. As 
My call was out of time. 

Ladff A. Not so, Sit Philip, 
The gentleinan was just about to go. 

Sir Phil. I am glad I came not sooner, 

Lady A. Had yon, sir, 
'Twere all the same to me — except the pleaaure 
Of seeing you had been some minntes older ! 
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Sir Phil. You niake nie liappy. 

Lad;/ A. Wliat's tite matter witli bim ? 
Sir Philip cannot be in lovc with me ! 
Yet Lady Blanche would so inainuate — 
Hang her ! To note my ch»*k !— It had not bucn'd 
Except thrmigli hpr ! — Why, what a world it is ! 
What wicked tlioiiglits oonie into people's heads ! 
BehoTes I watch inyself !~— We meet too often! 
We are too tnuci) alone — O far too mucli ! 
His tasks must end, if he begins to lovc ! 
He Iiaa not told nie so !~I"11 wait tili then ! 
I wonder, was he pensive as slie said, 
Or did she fancy it ? Sir Philip. 

Sir Phil. Madam ? 

hady A. I pray you, how wen t oft tho ball last niglit? 

Sir Pkil. Oh, admirably -well ! 

Lad;/ A. I knew it ! Slie 
Was jestJDg ! I hate jesta ! Nine timea in ten 
They are out of season ! 'Twas a pleasant evening ? 

Sir Pkil. Very ! 

Lady A. I knew it! — Wliat can change a man 
In a moment ! — Can he doff hiniself as soon 
Äs his coat ? The days of miracles are over ! 
And so you pass'd a very pleasant evening ? 
Whom danced yo« with— the Countess? 

Sir Pkil. Nobody. 

Lady A. You play'd at cards — who waF; your 
partner ? She ? 

Sir Phil. No one ! 

? — You can sing: 
a yo« sing a second to the Countess — 
A capital second ! — I was pleased with it, 
That am not moved with tvifies I — Did you sing 
Last niglit together ? 

Sir Phil. No ; I sang with no one. 

Lady A. A solo then? 

Sir Phil. I did not sing at all ! 

Lady A. Singingis very well in itsivay; but many 
Love oonversation better. 

Sir Phil. Very many ! 

Lady A. For mine own part, give me a comer, with 
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A friend I love to talk with, and tlie song 
May hold its peace for me ! 

Sir Phil. I feel as you iJo ! 

Lady Ä. The Countess can talk well. 

Sir Phil. Surprisingly — 

Ladi/ A. When she likes it. Was she in tlie vein 
last night? 

Sir PMl. I did not note ! — I bhw not mucli of her. 
I waa not in the vein for Company. 

Lady A. Pray you, Sir Philip, who were at the ball ? 

Sir Phil. lipon niy word, I scarce remember wlio ! 
I better could recal who was not there ! 

Lady A. Who was not there ? 

Sir Phil. Why, you ! 

lAidy Ä. ^asidey. That sounda like love! 
'Tis well I be upon my guard in time ! 
Repel the foe before he can make head ! 
Yet to be like a thing, is not to be 
The thing itaelf ! It may not, yet, be love. 
The enemy I take up arms against 
Myself may conjure up ! — alarums aound, 
Where no attack is nieant — That wonld be liard 
On bim ! — to lose, without a crime, the friend 
He Stands so mucIi in need of — then tho credit 
I must forego, if I forego the task 
I took in band, to make a mau of him ! 
See how he cons bis lessoD like a boy! 
[Älovd.'^ Get the dcsk ready — I shall follow you. 

Sir Phil, Here is a paesage, like to maater me. 
Eacb word I know, yet can't divine the sense ! 

Lady A. Show it me. Dear Sir Philip, you forget 
Your Syntax ! Here ia an ellipaia, sir ! 

Sir Phil. An ellipsis ? 

Lady A. Yes; look at that genitive ! 
It Stands alone ! Wiiat governs it, Sir Philip ? 

Sir Phil. The uoun is nnderstood ! — I bave foiirid 
the sense ; 
Yet wita, more quick, miss seeing things aa piain ! 

Lady A. ^aiiide^. What doea he mean ? 

Sir Phil. The want is profit to me, 
Of such instvuccress put me so in need, 

YUl,. III. o 
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I |)rogresB ! — Will gets through a, heap of work l 
Dear Lady Anne, I love to read with you ! [^Guei 
Ladt/ A. He ioves to read witli me! were it c!i 
If tfaat I conatrued into loviug me t 
He Stands too mucli in awe of me to lOTe nie ! 
Bot, say lie does — what business is't of laine ? 
Let him look to it — I have not tlie fever, 
He caught it Dot from me. I'm in sound bealth. 
Was never lia,lf ao well ! my mind sees clearer ! 
My heart feels ligliter. I am twice myself— 
He loves not any one ! — or if lie doea, 
Tis clear as open day 'tis not tlie Countess 1 [^Coi^ 



SCENE II. — CoLONEL Blockt's House. — A Koom. 
Entsr CotONEi. Blount. 
Col. Blount. Mine lionour'd parents Havel scen at last ! 
lieceived tlieir welcome, with tlieir blessing crown'd I 
My brotlier mocks my aearch — and so doea slie 
Wiiom to have lost, makes loss of fortune'a gains. 
Nor hope nor clue tu liope ! The lionse wliereat 
We used to meet hath otlier tenant got, 
The fonner gone they know not wliither ; if 
Alive or dead ! For houra and hours I walk 
The streets in vain ! she never orosses me. 
I light on ail tJie world but her I seek ! 

Enter William. 

WH. A gentleman would speak with you. 

CoL Blount. His name ? 

fVil. I ask'd his name, and in reply he to!d me 
Again his errand — wonder'd how my master 
Could keep a male attcndant at hia door, 
And maids to hire in bunches ! — any one 
Of whom couid draw the bolt as well ! — would look 
A thoiisand times morc plcasing — gpeak more swectly. 
And, maybe, when a pretty fcllow call'd 
With kisses season answers — tUen with a stamp 
Dismiss'J me. 
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'[enterinff still disgui,seir\. Colonel 
Blount, your humble servant ! 
Place chairs ! excuae tlie freedom '. I am at liome 
Whene'er I ligbt upon a gentleman. 
And you, I know, are one ! — You know your place, sir, 
And know, of course, tlie way to it — whicli, as 
I take it, 18 tlie hall ! — you understand me ? 
The hall ! ^William goes out.~\ Your servant, Colonel 
Blount, again ! 

Col. Blount. You know me, air ? 

Lad'i Bl. A man beloved of fame, air, 
Is kDown to many who are stränge to iiim, 
I own that I make bold ; but keep your frown 
Until I give my rcason. Colonel Blount, 
Some men make bold through fear, some through the 

lack on 't. 
Some to seem honest — for the adage runs, 
That knavery puts on a glusay euit 
While iioneaty goea rougli ! — and some make bold 
Through liglitness of dear iiearts and waatonness 
Of healthy frankneas ! — I am such a man 1 
To free your mind at once from jealouay, 
If not to win your confidence, I teil you 
I wait on you — touching a lady, sir ! — 
He takes it very coolly [asidej. Colonel Blount, 
I wait on yon, touching a lady, sir ! 

Col. Blount. I heard yo«, air — I am not deaf, 

Lady Bl. \jtside'^. As well 
Be deaf as dull. The lady, sir, I am aure, 
By cettain aigha affeets you — and, aware 
How through reaerve, or aelf-mUtrust, or something, 
Hearta form'd to mingle oft miss one another. 
And being of tlie lady's blood partaker, 
And knowing you, by fame, a man of honour, 
Tlie seoret I liave gueaa'd, sir, I liave conie 
To teil you, sir. 

Col. Blount.. Well, air? 

Lady El. lasidej. The man 's a stock ! 
" Well, air !"— ahall I go on ? I will !— but only 
Because 1 have hegun. Whom reckon you 
Tlie beauty of the court ? 

o 2 
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Col. Blount. The beauty ''. 

Lady Bl. {off her gmrd-}. Well? 

CoL Blount. Yüur patience, sir, I am not skiU'd in 
beauty ; 
Perbaps I may inistake, 

Lady Bl. \_again off her guard'y. Yüu do not know 
The beauty of the court ? 

Col, Blount. To say the tnitb, 
I lay light value upon beauty ouly. 
Then is it hard to say wbat beauty is. 
You hke the Roman outline, I the Grecian — 
Where 's beauty ? Beauty, may I trust report, 
Hath soincwbat queationable reputation, too ! 
Some aay it is intolerabty proud ; 
Some, empty- — füll of nothing Ijut itself ; 
Some, by no means good-temper'd — some assert 
'Tis mercenary and not over honeat : 
Thia may, in part, be spieen, but part is trutli. 
Whence am I jealoua of what men call beauty. 
And own it — but when beauty, niodeslly, 
Attends the mind, like a fair handmaiden 
Who knows her place, and serves a noble miatress, 
Then could I worehip beauty, sir; for then 
Ita proper wortli not only doffs no favoiir, 
But wins enhancement from the worth it waits i>n ! 
Lady Bl. Had you not, Colone! Blount, some timu 
or other 
A falling out witli beauty ? Come ! You had ; 
She slighted you one time— I know sbe did ! 
But 'tivas your own fault — I '11 be bound it was ! 
You did not manage well, sir. Yo« were proud — 
Lack'd patience — maybe, art — and never dreaming 
Tiiat beauty 's smiles go oft in masquerade, 
Took one for a frown, and off ! — when, had ynu tarried, 
Tbe thing you tbought a frown had proved a sinile. 
As the dull moming breeds the sunny day. 
I tnow the sex : tliere is not one of them 
But 'a art in aomethtng ! 

Col. Blount. Do not say, not one ! 
Lady Bl. {forgetting herseif ']. I say, not one ! ^Vhat 
know you of the sex ? 
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"What knows tliis man — that man — ot any inaö— 
Of the ses ? la it not plaio to all the world, 
A girl at fifteen ia in wit a woman ? 
And what 's a man at twenty but a boy ? 
When I was only thirteen— 

Col. Blount. Sir !— 

Lady Bl. Nay, sir, 
Don't intemipt mc ! — When I was but tliirteeu— 

'^RecQ'eervnff her seif. 
I had an aunt who loved me paBSing well. 
And lest I should be overmatch'd by women, 
School'd nie in all their arts,— You never had 
An aunt like her, nor any otbor man, 
Wiience I diaparaged you — I beg yonr pardon ! 

Col. Blount. 'Tis granted freely. 

Ladj/ Bl. I am bebolden to you ; 
And, more to be so, would entreat yon own, 
If when I challenged you to name just now 
The beauty of the court, you entertain'd not 
Suspicion of the lady ? 

Col. Blount. Not the least ! 

hady Bl. W"hy, Colonel Blount, you are not blind ! 
You know 
Who has the fairest skin, the fineat bair — 
The finest features, finest Shoulders, arms 
And wrists, and hands. 

Col. Blount. Stop, sir ! 

LMdy Bl. 1 meant to stop, 
For if by these you fail to recognise her, ' 
The lad/s waist, her ancles, and her feet 
Were thrown away upon you ! 

Col. Blount. I but stopp'd you 
To say I know the Countess, Lady Blanche ! 

LadyBl. Well, sir? 

Cd. Blount. Well, eir ? 

Lady Bl. I come od her account. 

Col. Blount. You were welcome, sir, upon yonr 
own account ! 
Your pleasure ? 

I^ady Bl. \_aside\. I could brain him, so I could ! 
[_^Aloud.'\ She is tlie lady whom I spoke of, sir !— 
^Äside.'y Oh, marble '. is it true you see and hear ? 
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I'll Bpeak out plainly! lAloud.'] Sir, I tliink 'tia timc- 
The Countesa marrieil ? — Wiiat think you ? 

Col. Blounl. Indeed 
I nevcp thougiit about it ! 

Lady BL [asidej- l could seil liim 
To slavery ! — 'Tis a fine lion, thougii, 
Of which I'd give my eyes to liave the taming ! 
[Aloud.^ I tliink 'tis timy a woman marrics when 
She takes a fancy to a man ' 
Col. Bhunl. That plight, 
Methinks, can scarce befal the C'ountess, sir ! 
Tlie lady is enamour'd of heraelf ! 
She cannot love anottier I 

Ladff Bl. Iflside^- I could be 
Thedeathof liim. [^Aloiid.l What would you wager, now. 
She is not in love witli you ? You kiiow the signs 
A woinan \b in love f Slie lias tliem all, sir ! 
Tliinks iimch, speaks little, siglis incoDtinentiy, 
Falls off in appetite, hates Company, 
Siiuns pleasure, loves to pass tho time alone, 
Makes of one hand a pillow for her clieek, 
One fop her hcart of the otiier — sitting tiius 
For hours together ! — Is not tUat the picture 
Of one in lovo ? And if you como to tears, 
She could weep rivers, would she— but giye nie 
The drop, could turn into a flood — but won't, 
Hangs on the lid as tliough 'twould fall — but doesn't ; 
Seems as 'twonld ever stay thcre, but is gone 
You know not how nor whither ! 

Col. Shunt. You aurpnse me ! 
I saw the Countess at the ball last night — 
Look'd nevet woman bettcr ! 

Ladp Bl. Look'd ! — 

Cul. Blount I know 
She paints. 

Lady Bl. Paints, air ? 

Vol. Blount, She does ! 'Tis clear 
As that she breathes and moves. 

Lady Bl. Doea tliat offend yo« ? 

Col. Bhmit. Sir, I'll be frank ! I Iotc not siinulationj 
Nor can believe it niay be practised safely 
E'en in as small a tliing as that we speak iif ! 
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'Tis well when sbe who paints confeaaea it; 

Yet 9he confesses vanity besides, 

Which is not well. But, for the otlier sort, 

Woraen who pass a clieek for what it is not ; 

I alwaya fear'd the probity, withia, 

Would foUow that withotit ; and thoughta and words 

Might wear a hue that was not nattve to theni. 

For, if one fraud will blast a character, 

What follows but that honeaty is perfect, 

Or nothing ? — holds throughout ? — is eperywhere 

Or nowhere ? — I refer to actions ! — 'Tia 

Their actions which determine what meo are ! 

"Whate'er of me men see must be myaelf ; 

What I myself do aee— I do not raeau 

To advertise my heart — that is no man's duty — 

I have my weakness I'm not bound to owd — 

Before it mastera me ! — but, by my honour, 

I take no credit for the grace I have not ! 

Lad)/ Bl. {atidel. 'Tis a stränge man ! — a man of a 
new species ! 
^Ahud.'] Well, air, she paiats!— What elae ? — What 

other fault 
Do you find with her face ? Her colour you dispute, — 
Perhaps you '11 grant her eyes to be her own, 
And they are counted fine ones ! 

Col. Blounl. They are bold ones ! 

Lady Bl. Bold ones! — You do not like their fire 
perhaps ? 
You should not, could it acorch you ! [Aaide, 

Col. Blounl. Not their fire 
Do I complain of. 'Tis the mood that liglita it 
I quarrel with ! 

Lady Bl. What mood ? \_Aside'\. I grow to hate him ! 

Col. Blount. The mood of the coquette — whom on 
my honour 
I hold 'mongst women an anomaly ! 
For, mucli aa yoii diaparaged woman now, 
Making her creature more or less of art ! 
I tbink, if not in her, then nowhere eise 
la truthfnl nature found ; for ahe ia framed 
Of Clements ahe needs not blush to own. 
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Being of the teraper less uf earth than heaven ! 
And which, perforce, establiali her siucere^ 
Pitiful — modest — and, Burpassing all, 
Single in love, wbich is Heaven's prototype t 
[ler love is love ! Thereia she is a barque 
Sea-wotthy 'gainst all weatliers ! likelier 
Than any prow that ever quitted port 
To niake her voyage, whatsue'er tlie wind. 
And, if it bjows, to ride tlie tempest tbrougli ! 

Lady Bl. He ia oot so bad ! How handsome look'd 
hü now, 
More than hia features Warrant him, as tliough 
The charm of beauty lay not io the faee ! 

Col- Bhunt. Now, what has a coquette to such a being 
Pertaiuing ? Form and fealrire ! Nothing more ! 
Of woman the least pai't ! She cannut love ; 
Per woman, loving, cannot breathe or movc, 
Or think, or feel, but love'a in all she does ! 
And, saying that she cannot love, eay what 
She can do, to her honoiir will redound ? 
I know not, sir ; do yoii ? 

ImIi/ Bl. \_aiidi\. Yes; she can liate, 
And heartily. — Why, what a fright I touk 
For a good-Iooking man ! 

Col. Blounl. The Countess now — 

Lad^ Bl. So please you, wo shall speak no more 
about her I 
\_Ä»ide.'\ I wonder is he smit witli any otlier^ 
\_Aloud.'\ Exeuae a question, air ! — Are you in love ? 

Col. Blount. Yes, sir, I am — but love, I fear, in vain. 

Lady Bl. [asidej. In Viiin ? Some pnidc pethapa 
hau snared bis bcart. 
I hope she haa ! {_Aloud.'2 Ia not your love return'd ? 

Col. Bltmnt. I know not! — I would fainbelieve it was. 

L(tdy Bl. Believe it was? — What! dropp'd alle never 

That Hope could make a meal of ? 

Col. Blount. Never.^Silence 
"Was still her answer wlien I preaa'd my suit. 

Lady Bl. A prüde, as l'in älive ! a thorough prüde ! 
I know what kind of maid your mistress is ! 
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She keeps you at great distancR ! pliicks away 

Her hand, if you preaa it— if you strive to kcep 

Her waiat in diirance, seta the measure of 

The room 'twixt you and her ; and would you kiss her, 

Prepares to shriek ! — You ehould make trial of her ! 

She understands yuur humour ! I"ll be bound 

It is a pnide you love ! 

Col. Biount. Yoo wrong her, sir ! 
She is HO prüde ! No freedom you have nanied 
I ever took with her, or dared to take ! 

Lady Bl. Or dared to take! I told you, Colonel 
Biount, 
You knew not women. Dragoos, sir, are fahles : 
So used my aunt to say, and she went further; 
Where'er you think you see one, set it down 
'Tis whalebone work and bui,kram ; whieh, without 
The fear of sting or flame, you may engage. 
And find more peace than tliere did threaten fury ! 
Dear Colonel Biount, you love a prüde, and think 
You have found a miracie of raodesty ! 

Col. Biount. No more, sir! 

Lady Bl. Colonel Biount, you love a prüde '. 
'Tis ever tlius witli men parttoular ; 
Men that in squeamishness would outdo wonaen ! 
That knit a brow at tbis, and shrug at that, 
Take sliocks at horrora that amount to nothing ; 
"Whom nothing vvill content except perfection, 
Which when at last thuy find,— they find they are loaera 
By many a hetter thing they met before, 
And pass'd in ciiase of it ! I give you joy, sir, 
To love a pnide. 

Col. Biount. Nay, sir — 

Lady Bl. Yea, sir ; a prüde ! 
I see her ! — She 's before nie ! — Just theeyes, 
I know she has ! the use she makee of them ! — 
How fond they are of the ground ! I Warrant yoii. 
Her thoughts are not of their taste ! — Geutle primness ! 
There is a mouth after your own cliaste fancy ! 
Look at the lipa, how they hug one another, 
Like innoeente that cling at thought of parting ! — 
If I were near them ! — What a sober cheek ! 
o3 
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Durst ever laughter come tUere ? — I '11 be boimd 

Wlien 'tia alons or keepiog Company 

With one tliat understanda it ! Colonel Blount, 

I '11 court your mistress, and I '11 carry her 

In a week ! Slie ia a prüde, fair Culonel Blount ! 

Col. Blount. Hold, sir ! — On no account tliat bears 
not proof 
Asperse tlie cliaratter of her I lovc ! 
Say that I boast because I tliink her fair, 
Slie can spare beauty, 'tis her least deseit ! 
But wliea in wantonnesB you doubt her lieatt, 
Wlierein do I in aeriousnesa confide, 
Whicli to her beauty is, what to tlie earth 
The siin ! — the radiant fountain, gives it light ; 
You tax my patience past what it can bear, 
And all tlie man in me ia up in arms ! 

Ladf/ El. [^aside^- 'Tis piain he lovcs — and ob !— 
how well he loves ! 
Wiiat i8 't to me ! I feel a sicknesa whicb 
I lieber feit before ! The world I'd give 
To See the woman that haa conquer'd him ; 
I would I were away ! — My feigned part 
I Lave play'd too long, can scarce keep iip and wiah, 
And heartiiy, I ne'er had play'd at all '. 
Up heatt and bear me through ! — ^Aloud.'] Oood day, 

I tiiank you for tbe audience you'vc vouchsafed ! 
But wiah you liad not loved a priido ! 

Col. Blount ^dramnff2- 'Sdeatli, sir ! 

Latli/ Bl. Ijilarmed'^. Stop ! — {ß.eeoterin^'^ draw 
upon me under your own roof ! 

Col. Blomtt. I am corrected ! You niiist pardon 

But, to keep patience, I niust qiiit tlie room. 

Lady Bl. Farewell, sir— but, believe nie, you will 
find 
The lady is a prüde ! 

Col. Blount. Away, sir! [Gues oi« 

Ladi/ Bl. Prüde ! 
Jilt, shrew, whate'er ahe ia, would I wore aiie ! 

\_Goes oui. 



•dby Google 



8CENE I.—J'he House ö/Lady Anne. 

Enter Jane and Lady Blanche. 

hady Bl. At home to nie ! Wliy uot at home to all ? 
What ails lier ? Is she il! ? When saw she last 
Sir Philip ? 

Jane. Yeaterday. 

Ladi/ Bl. He was not here 
To-day? They have quarrell'd. She 's in love witli 

I thought 'twould come to tbis. Play governeas 
To a pupil with a beard ! Pore cheek-by-cheek 
Over a book with him ! A score to one 
The cheeks would meet. I wonder, tlien, tiie odds 
The Ups wüuld kecp aaunder. 

Jane. You lia^e guessM it. 

Lady Bl. Hekiss'dher? HÖwTtnowyou? 

Jane. I saw it, madam, 
Entering the study unawares. Their backs 
"Were towards me ; they were sitting side by aide 
Beforo the reading-desk, and as I oped 
The door he kiss'd her, She was on her feet 
In a moment. 

Lady Bl. At the kiss or at the door ? 

Jane. I'U not be positive, 

Lady Bl. But you can gueas. 
Or if you cannot, I can. — She tum'd round, 
And then she quarreird with the kisa — Go to 1 
You have roade mischief. 'Twere a sinless kiss 
Had not you look'd upon it, Get you gone, 
You have wicked eyes ! Go send your lady to me. 

f Jane goes out. 
i/ly heart is gone ! The Symptoms yesterday 
I feign'd, I feel to-day. To mock, to catch. 
So riins the saying, and 'tis tnie. 1 mock'd — 
Diseembled love for the young 'prentice boy. 
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And wliat I pass'd before for, now I ani. 
A raaid indeed in love — in love witli liiiii 
^Viio liaviDg leap'd tlie pale tliat bade him dwell 
Aloof from gentln blood were now iny m.atch ; 
Bnt !ie has all forgot t!iR yeoman's ninid, 
Ladv BLANcam sils disconsolaleli/. Enter Lady Annb, 
who draws a chuir heside her, and likewise sü*. 
Lady A. Well, Blanche. 
Lady Bl. Well, Anne. You liave quarreU'd witli 

Sir Pliilip. 
Lady A. And yuu have lost your pains witli Coloncl 

BJount. 
Lady BL We Lave play'd our cards iike fools, 
Lady A. I fear we have. 
Lady Bl. I know we have. My game is gone. 
Lady A. And so 
I fear is mine, 

Lady Bl Wlij, Anne, you're not in love ? 

Lady A. I doubt I am. Are von in love, dear 

Blanche ? 
Lady Bl. I know I am. Whnt cuuld possess you, 

To aet yoursiiif np at an age Iike your.^ 
For an old maid ? Woiild you be wiser than 
Your mother waa ? Had shc been of your mind, 
Where had you been ? 

Lady A. Wbat could possess yo«, Blanclie. 
To give me credit for't, and you yourself 
A woman? Tliink yoti there was ever one 
Who led a life of Single blessedness, 
And with her will ? You did forget your inotlier 
Aa well aa I. Cliildren liad better take 
Example from their parents ; they are copies 
Sfore Iike to spoi! than. niend by altering. 

Lady Bl. My niotiier was a wife at twenty-four. 
Past tliat, I'm Iike to be no wife at all. 
Thia comes of scurning men. How could yuu think 
Women were e'er desigu'd to live without theni \ 
Look at mens trades — no woman e''er could folldw. 
A pretty smith you'd make, to blow a bellows 
And set an anvil ringing with a liammor. 
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Lady A. Or you a pretty mason, with a mallet 
Shaping a block of freestone with a chisel ! 

Lady Bl. You could not be a doctor, nur a aurgeon. 
Ijody A Nor you alawyer — wouldyouwearthewig? 
Lady Bl. i'd atarve first. You would never make 

J.ady A. Nor ynu a soldier, 

Lady Bl. I couM figlit. Fd like 
To fight witli Colonel Blount. 

Lady A. Wliat ! has he chafed you ? 

Lady Bl. Mortally ! Of my beanty raade as light 
As 'twere a dress would only wear a dav ! 
Averr'd I paiuted, which, altliough I did, 
Designing not to show, how diirst he see ! 
Denied that I had eyes. Have I not eyes f 
Call'd me coquette, anatomised me so, 
My heart is aü one mortifying sore. 
Ranklitig with pain, wliich, 'gainst all equity, 
I pay him for with love inatead of hate. 

Ladi/ A. Why, Blanche, can it be you ? 

Lady Bl. Can you belieye 
That love could be constrain'd ? That one could love 
Against one's will ? Tliat one could spite one'a aelf 
To love anotlier ? Love and liate at once ? 
I could kill Colone! Blount^— could hack h™ up ! 
Make mineemeat of him — and cnuld kill myaelf 
For tliinking I could do it, he is so füll 
Of wisdom, goodness, manliness, and grace ! 
I honour him, admire liim, yea, affect him j 
Yet more tlian him affect tlie 'prentice boy, 
Whoso hlushing cheek attested for his heart 
That love was an untnown, unlook'd-for gueat, 
Ne'er entertaiu'd hefore, and greeted, now, 
With niost confused, overiiow'red welcome ! 

IjOdy A. You loved the 'prentice l)oy ! — you thoiight 
not that 
Before. 

Lady BL Becauae it seem'd too slight for thought. 
A spark I did not lieed, becauae a apark ! 
Never suape cted 'twould engender Hame 
That kept in secret kindling, nor was found 
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Before tlie bkze tliat now keeps raging on, 
As from the sinotlier Springs tlie fiercest five. 

Ladt/ A. Wüll ! make confession to liim. 

Lady Bl, Make my will 
And die ! He loves no more, Tlie fire is out '. 
Vanish'd !— tlie very embers blown away ! 
The memory eveti of my features gonc, 
At sigtt of wliicli it biitsts wilh such a glare 
As crimaon'd fiU tlie welkiu of bis face, 
And moek''d, as you would tliink, extinguisbing ! 
Nor rests it there— anotlier fire '\^ lit 
And blazes to another deity ! 
There is tlie altar burn'd before for me, 
Bnt to another docs tbe incense rise. 
There is tbe temple wliere I once was sbrined, 
Eut to anotber'a image sacred now ; 
And mine profiined, unbased, cast down, cast uut, 
Never to know its worabipper again ! 

Lady A. Thuu dust not weep. 

Lady Bl. I d« i 

Lad^f A. You are in luve ! 

Ladtf Bl. To be sure I am. O ! never women ine 
Deeeiv'd themselves tban we did ! To believe 
It reated witb ourselves to iove or not ; 
Ab we at once could liave and la<ik a heart ; 
As though we were not made of fiesb and blood ; 
Aa though we wcro not wonien — women — skiffs 
Sure to be tnss'd by passion as by waves 
The barque tliat 'a launch'd into tbe open sea ! 
Why don't you weep ? — you woubl for sympathy, 
Did you but Iove as I d" 

Zjidif A. Love as you do ! 
Tbe loTCS of twenty women would not make 
The heap of raine. 

Lady Bl. And mine aniong tbe number ? 
Now look you, Anne, the moiety of my love 
"Would make your heap. 

Lady A. "Would make my heap ? Its titlie 
"W"ould beat your moiety ! 

Lady Bl. The ineasure of it ? 

Lady A. Tbeeartli! 
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I-Mdy Bl. I '!1 give thee in tUe s 
My love holda measure with t!ie 
That mocketh bounds. 

Lady A. Ne'er woman loved aa I do. 

Lady Bl. Ne'er woman loved at all, compared to me ! 
In me the passion, Anne, is nature ! what 
I feel, you only have a notion of. 
I love by heart ; you only, Anne, by rote ! 
Peace, I will have it so ! — upon my life 
"We are a pair of most reoown'd old maids ! 

Enter Jane. 

Jane. So pleaae you, madam, have I now your 
leave ? 

Lady A. Leave! — Whither go you? — Oh, I had 
forgot. 
I gave her leave to spend the afternoun 
With Charlotte, your fairraaid. 

Lady Bl. She gives a treat 
To-day, She begg'd of me a room or two ; 
I bad her take the freedom of the house. 
And with her frienda keep holiday, for ahe 
My foster-aister is, aa well as niaid ! 

Lady A. Is't not a wedding, Jane? 

Jane. I am bound, my lady, 
To aecrecy, 

Lady A. Pshaw 1 aecrecy to me? 

Jane, It Ls a wedding. 

Lady A. And whom marriea she ? 

Jane. They teil me Colonel Blount. 

Lady Bl. They slander him ! 
It is impossiMe ! 

Lady A. You have your leave ! 
Go, Jane. QJane ptm out. 

Lady Bl. [calling aft&r Jane]. But go not forth — 
wait in tho ante-room 
For me ! Behovea I further question her ! 

Lady Ä. Would you betray youraelf ? 

iMdy Bl. Betray myself !— 
I have betray'd myaelf^ — I am betray'd 
By him, by you, — but most of allmyaelf ! — 
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Tliero 's no aceoiinting for tbe tastes of meD ! — - 
I 'II see tiiis wodding ! 

Ladii A. TVlierofore ? 

Lady Dl Kiiow I not !— 
To Btfip tlie bnnns ! 

l^dij A. Play rival to tliy maid ? 

iiw^!/ ß?. 'i'lie maid is betters to the mistross 

1 must be present at tliese nuptiais, Anne ! 
I tliink it cannot be as sbe reports 1 
And yot, ngain, I doubt, and fear it ia ! 
If so, ril see Iiim give away liis liand, 
And to escape detection from tlie rest, 
Attire me as tlie maid lia knew nie firat — 
Tlie yeomaii's daiigliter whom lie eaw and loved. 
Follow me, Anne, and see liow it will end. 

Laiiy A. Wliat profit can it bring tbee, provea 
it Iie ? 

Lady IM. I know not what ! l scarci; know wliat 
idu. 
I bave an aim, yet know not wbat it is 1 
I ?hall expect you, Anne. — Be sure you come ! 
Anne, turns it out, as mncli I fear it will, 
You'll bave to ans wer for't. 

Ladi/ A. For wbat. dear Blanche ? 

Lady Bl. Tbat I sliould lovc, and die a lost nid 
maiii. I^Lady Blanche ijoes out, 

Lady A. Füll of her own predicament, she caata 
Nothougbt im mine. What will become of nie, 
Retums not fiiir Sir Pbilip to tlie charge. 
Dishearten'd by repulse, whicli I confess 
I gave bim more in sbow tban eamestneas ? 
Tliat 's he !— I know bis step !— Come in, Sir Pliilip ! 

Enter Sib Philip 

Sir Phil. I bave madebold to call. 

Litdi/ A. I see von bave call'd ; 
I do not See ynii have niade bold ! 

Sir Phil I can^e 
To ask yoiir pardon. 

Lady A. Ob ! — for yesterday. 
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Yea j I Traa angry ! — You aurpriaed me so ! 

It waa not what you did, but how yoii did it. 

And then my maid to see it ! — Wliat knew she 

How you intended it ? Such thinga — you know 

I view tliem philosophically — go 

For what they are raeant fov. There ia a father's kiss, 

A brother'a kiaa, a friend'a kias — and a kias — 

Of anotlier kind. — You guess t!ie kind I mean — 

Not like the kiss you gave me yeaterday. 

Sir Philip. 1 am not sure of that. — Nay, I'll be 
honest ! 

Lady A. Do eo, Sir Philip ! Honesty ia a grace 
Tliat makes amenda for worlda of awkward thinga. 

Sir Phil. Witli safety would I iiiight be honest 
still. 

Ladf/ A. You eannot teil, you know, unless you try ! 

Sir Phil. Trying, perhapa I faij. 

Lady A. Perhaps succeed. 
But trying not, be aure you won't sncceed. 

Sir Phil. Dear Lady Anne, Ifeel — I know not what. 

Lady A. I eannot know unleas you teil me what. 
How do you feel? 

Sir Phil. Most atrangely. 

Lady A. And how long? 

Sir Phil. Why ever aince I came to school to you. 
I am amitten, Lady Anne. 

Lady A. What mean yon, air ? 
Smitten by me ? I hace not got the plague ! 
I don't feel ill ! — Can I be ailing, air ? 
Do you think me ill ? — Do you know anything 
About the pulse ? Feel mine ! How am I ? 

Sir Phil. Nay, 
AUow me time io teil. 

Lady A. 0\ take your time ! 

Sir Phil. A most aweet band you have, dear Lady 
Anne. 
Here ia a palm, and hero are fingers too ! 

Lady A. I liope there are. 

Sir Phil. And joints. 
Lady A. Who has not palms, 
Fingers, and jointa, Sir Philip, that haa liands ? 
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Sir Phil. Hat hands tliat liave all these are not the 

Some will repel, and aome attract the touch ; 
Some will ddight, and some ofFend tho eye. 
Thia palm hatii softness, wliicli the eider-down 
Were richer if it knew ! Those tapering fingera 
Are in their dazzling whitencss, and tlieir shape, 
Rays far more precioua tliaii e'er crown'd a star, 
That penetrate tiie lieart with light and warmth 
In which thcsun is poor! — and bere arejoints 
Tliat mock the clieek with dimplea — play on smilea — 
As hinges could be fashioned of such thiags ! 
there's a world of ricliea in a band '. 
TreaBiirea that count with feeling, thought, and aense. 
And most of all — in thia one. 

Lady A. Pray, Sir Philip, 
How ia my pulse ? 

Sir Phil. I cannot find youv pulse— Can't teil the 
pulse — 
Know nothing of the pulse. — You are quiCc well ; 
But I am very ill, dear Lady Adho. 

Lady A. Indeed! Sir Philip. Let nie try mv 
skil! !~ 
The band keeps ateady ivbilc wo fcel tho pulse— 
No aigns of ailmeiit here. 

Sir P/til. No fever ? 

Lady A. No : 
Tlie even-ploddiug beat of aober bealtb ! 
And yet thoti niayst be ill. — Art rheumatic ? 

SirPkil. No. 

Ladt/ A. Art tbou subject to the quinaey ? 

Sir Phil. No. 

Lady A. Fcel'st rigors now and then — the certain 

Of brooding miscliief ! 

SirPhU. No. 

iMdy A. Hadst ever tlireat'ning 
Of a lock'd jaw ? 

Sir Phil. No ! 

Ludy A. Haat thon got a head-ache ? 

Sir Phil. No ! 
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Lady A. If thouVt ill, it muat be somewliere ! How 
Feerst thou about the regio« of tlie heart ? 

Sir Phil. 'Tis there, dear Lady Anne ; 'tis there ! 

Lady A. What 's there ? 

Sir Phil. My illneas ! 

Lady A. What, auspect you, is it ? 

Sir Phil. Love ! 

Lady A. A ducce ! — I might have known it all 

Of course ! — you are in love with Lady Blanche ! 
Sir Phil. Nay, Lady Anne, I am in love with you ! 
Lady A, In love witli me ! Why, what can I have 

To make you so ? 

Sir PhiJ. Nothing with that intent, 
But everything must work to auch an end ! 
Made me — from nothing — wliich I was, — a man ! 
Almost a man — yout work not yet complete, 
But you will crown it, will you marry me. 

Lady A. Sir Philip, we shall speak another time. 

Sir Phil. That other time will find another yet ! 
No time like the present, when the cause is good, 
And the heart cheerily runs along with it ! 

Lady A. Give me a day ! 

Sir Phil. IVhat ! with such friends as theae 
To back me now ? 

Lady A. What friends ? 

Sir Philip. Your btushes, la^y, 
You fain would hide, but oannot !^and your eyes, 
O'er which you drop those snowy veils, their lids, 
To hide what they would teil — yet thus betray ; 
And your wbole form ahrinking with conaciousness, 
Which breathea such fears as fan the lover's hopes. 
Dear Lady Anne — 

Lady A. Sir Philip, here I am. 
And judge me as a man of honour would 
The maid he truly loves, and not in vain ! 
There — you have ta'en poasesaion ! Looae me now, 
And meet me presently at Lady Blanche's, 
Whither by friendship am I summon'd atraight ! 
And should obey, aince love's bebest is done. 

\_Tkeygo outseverally. 
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8CENE THE LAST.—/» Eoom in Lady 

J-Jnter .Ion>-. 
John. The knot ia tied ! — I ani a married man. 
And DOW I wisli myself a aing]e one ! 
Great people do not sort witli me, tlieir ways 
Are so uncommon ! 'Tis a serious thing 
To marry ! Tiiere tlirongliout tlie ceremony 
Sir Pliilip stood, witli handkerchief to naouth, 
Stifling his laughter ; opposite, his friends, 
Lords John and Stephen, lorda althougli they be. 
Tittering outright, and nudging one anotlier, 
Be this the mode witli men of quality, 
I know, in tiiosc beneatb tliem, it would pass 
For monstronsly bad breeding ! But the worsl 
Ia yet to como !— Tbe bride lierself did laugh— 
Laugh tili ber sides sliook. — Yen, and I prepared 
Witb a most lovely kercliief for tbe tears 
I tliougbt ahe would be drown'd in. — Ton my life, 
Great follts are no great tbings — but I am married ! 
Bob. \_etitering, handkerchief tormuth']. Vi hs.t\ C'i 
Blount alone ! — Wby, wbere'e your bride ? 
Gone to recruit ber spirits, I suppose, 
After tbe ceremony ! 'Twas a most 
Affecting one! 
John. You found it so. 
Rol. Idid. 
How near akin are moods most opposite ! 
I vow tliere'a not a pin's point difference 
'Twixt tears and laugbter. — Nay, 'tis kaown to all 
Grief laugbs as oft as weeps. 

John. You mean it falls 
Into bysterics. 

Roh. As I ncarly did 

John. No ! 

Roh. Yes, as I'm a baronet ! 
UpoE my life! — ^0, Colonel Blount, how well 
You play'd tbe bridegroom ! — so impressively. 
I iiave Seen moving tbings, but neer was moved 
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Before to-day ! 'Twas well the clergyman 
Was haokney'd in tbe ceremony, eise 
He never had got through with it l 

John. Say you so? 
This is another Version of the story ! 
And dld I play tlie bridegroom movingly ? 

R(A. The bride, methinks, might satisfy you tbere. 
I am sure I saw her tremble. 

John. She did shake ! 

Rob. Indeed ? 'Twas well she did nut quite go off. 

John. I thought 'twas all with mirth. 

Roh. Mirth, Colonel Blount ! 
I wish you could have seen and heard youreelf ! 
You look'd and spoke ! 

John, How did I speak and look ? 
Pathetically ? 

Rob. Spare me, gentle sir, 
I lack your constancy ! 

John. My constancy I 
It 19 ray forte ! — If there ie one thiiig, sir, 
Wherein, among the things that I excel in, 
I do surpass myself, I may aver 
It ia my constancy. I see it now ! 
1 have a way of speaking serious things, 
And doing them, quite of my own ! — The bride I 

Enter Chablotte, supported by Jacob o,nd Stepheh. 
Permlt me, noble friends, how doea my wife ? 

Char. Ä little hetter ! 

John. Cruel that I was ! 
The ceremony was too much for you ! 
And 'twas my fault ! If I had dream'd of it, 
I shouid havo skipp'd my abare, or rhymed it o'tr. 

Char. I ne'er heard sermon so affected me. 
And I have heard all kinds — charity ones. 
And funeral ones — I may have wept at some, 
But never was o'erpower'd until to-day ! 

John. Kay, think of it n.0 more. 

Char. Each syllable spoke volumea to me. 

John. YoH distress me, love ! 

Char. I must give vent to what I feel, or drop ! 

John. Nay then, dear love, speak on. 
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Char. You certainly 
Were destined for the churcli. 

John. Ono! 

Ckar. You were ! 

Jokn. lipon mv honour, love, I teil tliee no! 

Char. Tlie gown and surplice little know tlieir loss ! 
Biit stop ! aaid I the clmrcli ? — I meant tUe stage, 
For there tliey have the art Superlative 
Of moving liearts, beleagiiering them so, 
Perforce tliey yield, and to the captors pay 
Tribute incontinent üf sighs and tears ! 

John. I do suspect the stage liad been my forte ! 

Char. Wliat a tragedian, liusband, liad you made ! 

John. I tliink I had ! 

Char. Were it a killing part, 
No oeed of dagger, poison'd olialice, cord ! 
Yonr looks had slain without them. 

John. I believe 
Tlie stage bas lost a murderer in mp ! 
I won't regret it, thongh ; come, lady wife, 
"Wo now must feast, so let me Icad tliee home ! 

Peter \entering~\. One Slaster Blount inquives für 
you below, 
Ä dame along with bim whit seema his wife. 

John [^asirfe]. My fatlier and my mother ! — Bid 
them hie 
At floon to-morrow to the place they know 
On Ludgate-hill. — I eannot see them here. 

Char. Who wants to see you, Imsband ? 
John. Nobody, 
A friend of such a sort as ono raay bave 
And Itnow not ; one raay lose and never miss. 

Peter \re-erifering.'^ He is angry at your answer — 
there he Stands 
And will not quit tbe door. 

Jahn. Most shocking breeding; 
Repeat my answer, sir, I eannot see him, 

[CoLONEL BjxiuNT bxirsUng in, foUoiced by Mastüb 
and MisTRBsa Blount ; Siit Philip Brilliant and 
Lady Anne, ifÄo jorus Lativ Blanche, entering 
from ühiither part of Ute ekamber. 
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Col. Blount. Whereiamybrother? — mayl calUiimao, 
Who kcepg hia reverend parents at the door ! 
What means this, John— liow cotnea it ? What ! Art 

thou 
My eldcr brother, and instruct'st me tlius? 
Endutest thou the roof that is too proud 
To ahelter tlieae moat loved and sacred lieads ? 
Spurn'st not the thresliold that admits thy feet, 
And these most hallow'd ones forhids to pass ? 
HoId''8t commerce with tlie hoat that takea thee in. 
And thoae thou ow'at thy being to shuts out ? 
For aurely host, roof, threshold, are to blame ; 
For aacrilege 'gainat natura like to this, 
And not the man witli whom I share one blood. 

Jokn. There are times, brother, and occaaions. 

Col. Blount. None 
For doing that which damns the precioua aoul ; 
And Heaven hath set our parents next itself 
For piety, wLoae slight entaileth death ! 
Passiug along with these most noble friends, 
I saw our aire and mother at the door ; 
Paid them my duty ; found they had traced thee hlther, 
Sueceeding on the search that baffled nie ; 
Leam'd the proud measage thou Iiadst sent them down ; 
And gave "t reception, as becamo tlieir son ! 
Up to them, brotlier ! no excusea make 
For what admits of none ; but own thy fault. 
And ask for pardon. 

Mis. Blount. Husband, teil me now, 
la not a mother far tho likeliest 
To know her own aon ? Whero is now thy John ? 
But look lipon my Thomas ! Gentleman 
Or tradeaman, he is tho same ! — would own thee, 

thongh 
Thou atill hadst apron on !— would smile at me, 
Call'd I bim now " Good Thomas 1— Honest lad !— 
Kind boy f as, whon he was tby 'prentice, John, 
I uaed to do ; and he did like to bear, 
And now, I will bc bound, would like as well. 

CoL Blount. mother, thero are straina in boyhood 
beard, 
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As men tbat tlirill us, as none otlicr can ! 
But come, forgive niy brotlier. 

Lady A. \_cominff forward']. Blanche, a thouglit 
Hae Struck me. Slio'w tliyself. Let him beliüld 
The yeoman's iiiaid again. — He is tiveted ! 
Col. Blount. Slie is found. 

Lady A. \a»ide\. My gucss was right ! 
Col. Blount. It must be «hc ! 
The simple silent maid, in Immblc guise, 
Whose beauty impretending, without aid, 
Made captive of roe ! Whom, although I lüft 
I follow'd still — from whora that gap, tliey say, 
Oblivion doth fiU up — fatal to love — 
Absence — could ne'er divide nie, but became 
A bed in whicSi the struam of meniory ran. 
And gather'd flood in fluwing. — Art not she ? 
O turn to me ! — let me see thy face, 
Thü ladiant impresa of consummate woman, 
Superlative from Nature'a band alone, 
Who, jealous of her master-work, refused 
Prosperity and rank a ehare in thee. 
And raade thee daugliter, rare, of lowlineas ! 
Will yoii not tum ? 

Ladii Bl. Yes, will you guarantoe 
All risk thereby I run. 

Col. BlmnL I do ! 

Lady Bl. Behold ! 

Col. Blount. Tbe yeoman's maid ! were empresa of 
the earth, 
Did rank by beauty go ! 

Lady BL Know'st thou nie not? 

Col. Bl. Know I thee not ? Ay, by ttiese ey<;s tliat 

These ears that huar tbee, and beyond e'en thesc, 
The heart that feaata on wbat they sec and liear. 

Ladt/ Bl. Thon know'st me not ? 

Col. BL Art not t!ie yeoman's maid ? 

Ladt/ Bl. I am, but was not she.— She was a 
Sprite, 
My -wayward fancy for illusion raisod, 
Nüw marvellously turn'd to flesh and blood. 
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Throngh talismaii of thy most noble worth ! 
None aee you here beside the yeoman's maid ? 
Col. Blount. None. 

Lady Bl. Let nie doff the hood I still kept on. 
How say yon now, sit ? 

Col. Blount. Notiiing do I see, 
Gxcept tlie yeoman'e maid. I see tlie hood 
Still in your niodest coif and simple cloak. 
Lady Bl. There tlien. 
Col. Blount. The CounteBS. 
Lady Bl. No,— The yeoman's maid. 
Spare wliat I was, for what I have beconie ; 
If what I have become content thee, take nie ! 
Or take me not, none other e'er aliall own me ! 
Now do I see how wealtli and rank themselves, 
Estranging nature from simpHcity, 
May root her graces up, and in tlieir stead 
Plant blemislies ; — but I have wider swerved, 
Mialed by Tanity and pride of away, 
Never anspecting tliat to hold one lieart, 
Oatwent the boast of winiiing thousand onea — 
A leaaon taught by you and learn'd for life ! 

Col. Blount. How will the mood the aelfaame featurei 
change ! 
E'en as the air wifl change the aelfaame cheek! 
Now, I behold again the maid I loved, 
Still love — had loved, for ever, thongh unfound. 
Take thee ? I do !— In all humility, 
And thankfiilneas and love, I take thee, lady ! 

Charlotte ^advancing witk her parly"]. My mistresa 
{to Robert. 
Roh. Yea; and there's my maater ! Corae ! 
Let's steal away. Come ! Stephen ! Jacob ! 
Steph. & Joe. Wel! ? 

Roh. To keep our titles, best wo take them hence ! 
Nay, noble frienda, tarry awhüe, I pray. 

Jokn. My father, mother, and my brother, there, 
And those good friends, I queation not, will join 
My feast in hunour of our nuptials with 
The Countesa Lady Blanche. 

VOL. III. p 
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Char. {jnmning up to John, and pUicmg her kand 
l^ore his moutK^. Stop, Colone! Blount. 

Col. Blotint. I answer to that name. 

Char. No, sir ! I nican 
This gentleman. 

Cd. Blount. Brother ! How were you iiiade 
A Colonel ? 

John. How was I madt i Lolunpl ^— by 
Rapid promotion 

Sir Phil. Robert, this is ) ou. 

Hob. I own twas I tliat diibb'd liim Colonel, sir, 
But witli his own good will 

.John. Wife, how is tlu« ' 

Ckar. Dear husband, paidon nie. 
I am not the Countot>a but her ladyVniaid. 

John, ni be divorced 

Char. You must be mamcd first. 
You have been dieated sir but innocently, 
At cost alone of your creduhty. 
Oiir wedding and onr titles were the same,— 
A play to make you wise, and pasa thc hour. 

Col. Blount. John, take it in good part. 

John. I will do so, 
Brother, I am a man to bear a jest. 
If tbere is one thing I am master in 
Beyond another, brother, it w that. 

Lady El. Anne ! 

Lady A. Blanche ^eoming doictt^ ? 

Lady Bl. A man ia something aftcr all ! 

Lady A. Ye?, with our help-— I made one of Sir 
Pi>ilip. 

Lady Bl. Nay, Anno, tiij- eyis are open'd. \Ve 
requirc 
Rfen's hclp as well — exccpt for Colonel Blount 
f ne'er bad been a woman. Much I question 
If you yourself are past improying by them. 

Lady A. 0, Blanche ! 

Lady Bl. 0, Anne ! the older, still the wiser. 
And woQ*t I titter when you say "obey" 
Bofore the paraon ! Will you say it ? 



MorecovGoO<^lc 



Lady Ä. Yes. 

Lady Bl. And " love" and " honour" too ? 

Lady Ä. I will ! — won't you ? 

Lady Bl. Devoutly, Anne, as e'er I Said niy 
prayers. 
But, Anne, the paas we'recome to! Don't youknow? 
How shall we answer to old maids for this? 

Lady A. Lay heads together, and concoct a speecli, 
Proceed you. 

Lady Bl. Nay, I never open'd school, 
On which account take you precedence, Anne. 
I'll lielp you to the first word — " Ladiea !" — well ? 

Lady A. Ladies — I'll lay the fault «pon the men 
\jo Blanche. 

Lady Bl. \jmde\. They lay the fault firat who aro 
most to blame. 

Lady A. But for the men, we had been still old 
maids. 
Accept of our regrets. 

Lady Bl. Nay, Anne, teil truth — 
We don't regret at all ! Let me go on, 
I'll make a grace of our defection, Anne. — 
Ladies, applaud us martyrs tu the cause, 
For which, contending with more zeal than heed, 
Wc were ta'en captive by the common foe. 
Profit by our example, don't deapise 
An onemy though slight, and if you fall 
As we have done, endure it with good grace. 
Believe you put on wreatha in wedlock's chains. 
And turn witli loving faith the links to flowers, 
Of which tbe pooreat beggars liberty. 
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THE ROSE OF ARRAGON. 



SCENE I. — A Boom in ths Citadel. 
Enter Carlos and Andreas. 

And. The Prince not yet aet out ! 

Car. Not yet : te cleavea 
To home witli doatiog on his peasant wife. 
Hia joumey towards tlie frontier thrice has he 
From day to day deferr'd already ; but 
The King, impatient of his weak deiay, 
Brooks it no longer. Ho departs at noon. 

And. Guess you, my lord, the motive of the King 
In banishiDg, as 'twere, at such a time, 
The Prince from Sarragossa ? Hard exchange, 
The bridal Chamber for the warrior's tent ! 
The murmure and the dalliance of love, 
For the truTMp's braying and the clang of steel ! 
Methinks, the nuptials, he 80 interrupts, 
Can acarce be to his mind! 

Car. 'Tis certain, sir, 
They are not, and no wonder. The fair Prince 
Had bent füll low, to choose, for niate, a bride 
Of pure Hidalgo blood ; how then, the child 
Of a peasant— graot her pattem of her sex. 
And never match'd throughout the lengthy Kne 
Of Eve's angehe daughters ? 

And. Such she is ! 
A noteless maid, that from all note, howe'er 
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Surpassing, Joth divert obaervance, so 
Her perfect beauty and consorting form 
Bewilder rivalry itself, and tum 
The infidel iDto a worshippir ! 

Car. Certain slie ha» no peer ; yut, uot a matcli 
For tlie King'a son. So tliinks thc King, and hence 
Tlie Prince hatli bonuiirable banisSiment. 
The amiy needs no priDce, tUe soldier wbo 
Commands it prince of leaders !^do you tbiok 
Tlie King stops liere ? Will lio remain content 
Witb banisliment of tha enamour'd Prince ? 
Will tbat removo the cause of banisliment — 
The knot the Prince baa tied, will that undo it ? 
'Tis but the opening of a drania, sir, 
Of wliicli the master-actiün ie to come 1 

And. I trust the King, if more he meditates. 
Will act advisedly — Our pea?ant princess 
Amongst her class ranbs liigbest ; royal pastures, 
For their extent and stock, her fatlier hatli, — 
Is more beloved tban envied ; hatli a aon 
Of parts that look witb scorn lipon bis Station, 
And fiery soiil, more prompt to move than rest; 
The peasantry speak tliinga that niock content — 
Compl^n of wasting levies, grievoua iniposta — 
And with thoir thoughts onr Citizens cbime in ; 
Tlie Cortez have been calmer too.— Behoves 
The King lie wary liow he acts ! — A straw 
Has Struck tbe gceptre from as firm a grasp. 
And niay do so with his, — Withdraw, my lotd ; 
Here come the Prince and Princess, taking leave. 
Wbate'er we wisli, lipon an bonr so tonder 
'Twere pity to intrude. 

Car. Have with you, sir. [^T/ia/ ffu oiU. 

Efiter Ai,ONZ0 and Oliviji (jveeping oii his Shoulder). 
Alon. Hold up, my sweet ! — belp me to play iny 
part— 
The hardest one ! — to go ! stiffly movu 
The limbs that tbwart the bidding of the heart, 
And mine wonld root me bere ! — Olivia ! — 
Help me, sweet love ! — thy looka dissuade enougli 
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Without thy teara, where no dissuasion needs, 
And all muat nought avail ! — Eacli tear you slied 
Adda weight to weight, where atrength departs from 

strength 
Already ovettask'd ! My tender love ! 
O'erlook thine own Iobs in the thougbt of mine ; 
And, that again o'erlooking, glance beyond, 
And find enhanced joys, for frienda restored ; 
"Who now could bless the chance they once repined at, 
Seeing that happineaa awhüe foregone 
la riehes well laid out at uaury — 
Donbled, when Coming back. 

Olieia. Will it come back ? 
Will it not fare with us as I have heard 
It oft-times doea, where mon with coflFers trade 
Already füll enough ? — who, when they think 
Their treasures will run o'er, find all run out — 
For o'ergrown afBuence, stark b«ggary ! 
Oh, no, my love ! thia parting brings no gain, 
Or if it does, no gain that can repair, 
Far leas repay, this losa ! 

Ahn. Fatewell! 

Olivia. Heaven ! 
You are not going ! — sooner would I think 
My arm were from my body falling off, 
Far better could endure ! — my Boul'a beat lifo, 
Why art thou aught than what I deem'd thee once — 
The peasant that I loved ! 

Ahn. Lamenteat thou 
My royal birth ? 

Olima. la't not mine enemy, 
Enforcing abaence, enemy to lovc? 
Oh, on a peaaant'a breaat I were content 
To lean my check— that peasant being thou ! 
TJnheeded had tho gorgeoua world passM by, 
Or if I raised it thence to take a look, 
It had been, only, with more rapt content, 
To lay it down again ! — O love, forogo 
Thy regal heritance ! — doff name and all 
For love, that 's more than all, — I would for thee ! 

Ahn. For thee I keep them, aa attire, aweet love ! 
Befitting him to wear, who weareth thee. 
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Oliria. Leave such attiro for thosc who covet it ; 
Desert, contented in tlij-self remain ! 
In thy fair seif tiiou liast attire enough 1 
Thou rank'st in lieaven — why care to rank on cartii ? 
Where tliou slialt see demerit rank as liigli — 
More liigli, niost often — winning thy just seat. 
Why liave not thoae, alas ! wlio have one Iieait 
In love, one lieart in every otlier thing ? 
Then it would be cleaving all ! No rending ? — No 
Dividing !— sevoring so wide apart, 
Hope sickens at tlie thouj;;ht to niect again '. 

Alan. Once more, farewell ! 

Olivia. Oh, no ! my lord ; oli, no I 
I feei it is impossible to part ! 
that it pleased thee, Ileaven, to cloae my eyes 
While yet I hold him hcre— I were content 
Tlie aeal were never broke ! 'Twere happier 
Than open them again, and find him gono ! 
My lord ! — my love !^my husband ! 

Alon. Oh, remissness ! 
That to o'eriook wiiicli lay so near ray care ! 
List — and in thia regard, on comfort feast, 
As freely as thou wilt ! There is a heart 
That will be ncar thee, on whose steadfast !o\e 
And faith we both niay count. Its owner, one 
Whose rank is warranty against suspicion — 
SImnn'd for his office — of a nature such 
As I forbear, even to thee, to name. 
By him sliall I be straiglitly advertised 
Of all that passes here; so, ehould occasion 
Demand my very presence, I am near thee 
Unknown to any, save that man ! — This secret 
Lodge in thy lieart, with an entirc belief, 
As truat that cannot fail thee. 

Eitler ihe King, Casios, and ÄNunEAs. 
Kinff. More delay ! — 

\^Olivi\ /tiints, on seeiftff tke King. 
Honce, sir ! — The rank you should adom, you shame — 
Too wortiiy for tlie wcaver!~Am I heard? 

Ahn. Too weil, — at least for one. It was enough 
To part witli nie, — the bavd neccssity 
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Eequired not such rebnfee, to make it hatder 1 
Her sensea all are lapsed, — will you not take her, 
My fatlier ? Sliould she go to other arms 
When His thy son's she leaves ? — 

[_Placet her in the Kinh's arms. 
For that Bon's sake, 

Aa thou liold'at dear his weal, healtli, beirg, honour, 
Protect and cherisli lier. — Heaven ! — Farewell ! 

\^Rushes out. 
King. Don Carlos, take her — give her totHe care 
Of those who wait upon her, — watch by her 
Till to herseif ahe comes — theo break at once 
My will, as I just now possess'd you of it. 
Her native air will better minister 
Bestoratiyea, than oar close palace can ! 
You, Andreas, my Council summon, straight. 
A peasant share the throne of Airagon ! 
Better the throne of Artagon o'erturn ! \iThey go out. 



SCENE U.—A Cottage. In the dUiance a moun- 
tainons cownlry. 

Enier Ruphiko and Alasco. 
Rupk. How aayest now, Alasco ? Art content ? 
Thy overbearing pride is conqueror ! 
Hia private nuptiala witb thy sister hath 
Tbe Prince Alonzo own'd, in presence of 
Hia roya! father, and Convention füll 
Of all the noble blood in Arragon ; 
And tbou, tlie peaaant-heir unto a stool, 
By proclamation under royal seal — 
For 'tia the aame as Bach, as clear implied — 
Art kinaman to a raee wboae seats are tbrones ! 
Art now content ? 

Ruph. So am not I ! 
It was coercing where the will was free 
To do all needful right, and auch had done ! 
By the rare beanty of your sister won. 
And more by her rare virtne, whicb repell'd 
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The approaoli of love tili honour came with it, 
Its most ingenuoiis voucher tliat 'twaa such 
Aa chariest virgin free might entertain ; 
The Prince at once besought her heart aiid hand 
Assured by holy rite. 

Alm. Tlie Prioce was wise. 
He knew a virtuous womaa, and tbo way 
Sbe could alone be won ; and took ttiat way. 
Thereby receiving to his arms a maid 
Whose wortli is cballenger of Arragnn 
To find another maid lier moioty ! 
Gcmd Booth, I tliauk tlie Prince, for lionestly 
Affecting my rare sister! — taking care 
Of his health ! By Our Lady, bad he breatlied to her. 
That 'a pure as heaven, one wiali or tiiougbt of bell, 
And with my cognizance — 

Bitph. Alasco, peace ! 
Supposing wrongs to be by tboae committed 
Who never gave iis ground to think they meant theni, 
But proofä, instead, of holtest intents, 
Is to commit, onrselves, a grievous wrong. 
And surfeit virtue of its bootless deeda, 
Tbat caunot eam it credit ! So oft-times 
Uncharitableness defaulters makes 
Of those who eise were solvent. Tliink, my son, 
If thia were told the Prince, how it might change 
His aspect towards thy sister, without clond 
And Summer brightness now ! 

Ahs. If it were told ? 
Tis told ! 

Buph. By whom! 

Alaa. Byrne! — nor stintingly. 
Think you I went a-begging wheii I went 
To Claim admission of my sister's rights, 
As loud and broad as tbough sbe bad a king 
To father her, being a prince's wife ? 

Ruph. I was content to know sbe was his wife — 
Her lionour so assured, it needed not 



Alas. [_greatli/ indignanty. Uisparaging ! 
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Ruph. "Well boy, liow now ? 

Alas. \recolUcting himself]. You are her fatlier, aod 
you liave a riglit 
To apeak of your own cliild, 

Ruph. I bope I liave. 

Aläi. Diaparaging ! — The Prince beheld her firat 
At a. tüurnament, among the common gazets, 
No State to point her oiit, and yet the mark 
Attracted every eye ! — he heard the buzz 
Of wonder, heralding her matchlesa beaiity. 
And, far and near, the concourae summoning 
Before the humhle seat allotted her ! 
With but her peaaant brother for a page, 
"With but a peasant's fillet for a crown, 
With rohes no otiier than a peaaant's tire, 
There aat ray sister, on tliat common bench, 
Converting it Into a radiant throne 
Before which rihbons, stars, and coronets 
Did press to stand and render homage to her — 
Diaparagiog ! 

Ruph. I meant to hia rank ! 

Aldi. His rank ? 
Rank'a but an eminence whereon we see 
Sometiraes a tower, sometimes a hovel — makea 
Alike conspicuoua tlie dignity 
Or meanness of tlie thing that '3 built upon it ! 

Ruph. My son, theae thoughts — 

Alas. Nay, fether, hear me on ! 
I honour rank, when he, who owns, hecomes it ! 
For, here, our stations differ from our clothea — 
That theae are to our measure made ; thoae, not — 
Whence marvellous miafitting. Teil me not 
Of the Prince's rank, but teil me of his deeds ; 
Of which I know but little, save that once 
He used a peasant'a daughter honestly — 
Tliat, of its grace diminish'd, when the thing 
He feit no shame to do, he fear'd to own ! 
A private marriage not to he dirulged 
Till he saw time ! — I aaw that time was now, 
And made him aee it, too ! 

Ruph. 'Twaa breach of faith ! 

Alas. No, father ! — what I was no party to, 
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I no observaiice owed. My sister's marriage 
Did acoident aloue reveal to me. 
I fouttd that she had won tlie Prince's !ove 
Who well deservfid a ptince — lie tliouglit she did, 
And married her ! — If good enougli to wed, 
I thouglit my sister good enougli to own — 
And told him so. Whal instances I used, 
And what dissuasion he, it iiiatters not ; 
The Frince has own'd her, and I am content ; 
Though J had wish'd her otlierwise bestoVd ! 

Ruph. WLat ! on Almagro ? must I teil tliee, son, 
The thousandth time, I do not like that man ; 
Whose God is not the one he prayeth to, 
Biit tlie worst idol that a man can serve — 
Seif! — find the friend he does not profit by. 
In pride, or vanity, or avarice. 
And I will grant hiiii Single in his loves ! 
Find me the friend he would not sacrifice, 
When profit kcpt not pacc with therishing ; 
And I will show you him who made Almagro, 
HelpM him with brain and heart, and, when in need. 
Was left there for a doit. 

Alm. Velasquez ? 

Ruph. Yes ! 

Aläs. Velasquez doats ! 

Ruph. He doats who loves Almagro ! 
Thou, boy ! perceiv'st not he is arrogant ? 
Whom does he not o'erbear that is too weak, 
From gentleness or place, to throw him off? 
Of all pemicious things, the very worst 
Is large ambition with a narrow soul, 
Becanse it strives for power which, wlien obtain'd, 
'Tis oertain to abnse. 

Alae. He is generouB ! 

Ruph. And you do hear of it. Boy, there ate men 
Who coin by cliaritice, and he is one ! 
Say wbat he gives, I'll teil you wliat he gets 
By what he gives, wliich makes bis bounties mites ; 
Hia modest bounties, that do never seek 
To shun the light. He is «ngrateful, son ! 
And he that is nngratefu! can't be generous 1 

Alas. Ho is uiy friend l — I love him : !ie loves me ! 
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Ruph. Not thee he loves, boy, but thy properties, 
That much avail him in tlte game he playa 
To raiae himself to popularity. 
For, throagli tliy re\ereDd unclea loving care, 
Thy mind, in youth, was plough'd by diligence, 
And with the seeda of knowledge amply aown, 
That found a kindly soil ! WhDrein he latka, 
Thou makest up to him with such a zeal, 
Piivation doth enrich him ! — his small worth — 
Für he has worth, as evety man hath aome — 
Thy magnifying love doth heave for him 
Into a mountain ! — make it paas for such — 
That, with the crowd, he grows enormously ! 
But he hath vanity voracious as 
The hunger that 's disease — which, thougli 'tis gorged 
Fuli to the throat, cannot stop craving on ! 
Wait tili thou stint'st liim there ! he'll fail thee — yea, 
Though he couJd save thee from a jail or starving ! 
Besidea, he has the temper of a wolf. 
He has heen knowu to use a woman roughly ! 
Hurt her to Tent his choler ! — Such a man 
To get thy siater^s hand ! 

Alas. It were beatow'd 
Better than on the Prince, — disparity 
Of rank, in thoae tliat wed, is dangerous. 
In such relation there ahould be no debts, 
Save those that are reciprocal, and which 
Jars cannot call to mind ! "Will the great Prince 
Forget the peasant in the Prince's wife ? 
Will life be all one honeymoon ? Believe 
The temper is the sweetest — pain will turn it. 
And that is of the body, or the mind ; 
And sometiraes is so sharp, it won't obide 
A comforter, but flouts the care wonld lull it ! ', 
So, for love's pains, gives love itself repulse ; 
So, is its dulcet tougue harsh accents taught, 
The least of which breaks its entrancing spell. 
And wakena moods, to lore, as clouds to sun ! 
Ah then the heart of woman, when she finda 
The force her modest nature underwent 
To mako allow'd surrender of her charms. 
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Forgotten ! for the host of suing wislies 
That won her slow consent, repugnance now, 
Bebuke, reproach !— her lack of wealth or state 
Gast into her teeth by him, who swore to her 
A month ago hev value beggar'd kingdoms ! 
So should it fare witb my dear sister, gods ! 
How abe would blaoch and freeze to find a churl 
In him sbe lovcd so dear, ahe quitted brother 
And father for him ! I have had my humours, 
Which her content has paid for, fov a inoment ; 
And when sbe has reproacli'd me, lovingly, 
And found it only cliafed me, ahe has wept — 
But the first tear haa thrown me on her neck. 
Wuuld it be so wiUi him ? 

Ruph. 'Twould not be so 
Witli him tliou lov'st, — Almagro. 

Älas. No, by my troth, 
Bccause it could not be — Almagro is 
Her equal. But belioves the Princo beware 
He aports not with her toars, or drops may fall, 
Lie nearer to the heart, from thoae he cherishes ! 
Let Uim beware ! If thcre are towns and eitles 
In Arragon, so are there villages, 
Which men inhabit, by the fr^h breath of heaven 
Nurtured more hardlly than thoae who live 
In streets and lanes, like convicts pent in minea, 
Wasted with sweltering. Her first complaint 
Would raise a cry for vengcance that would shake 
His father from bis throne ! 

Ruph. Beware, my son ; 
The man who evor runa into extremes, 
Nine times in tcn o'erlooks botii light and teason, 
That mostly lie betwcen. Tbis is again 
Almagro! who would make tbee common foe, 
"While, for hiniself, the greateat foe thou hast, 
He nourishea tho friend. Boy ! — boy ! — that man 
Will bring theo into straits ! For his own enda 
He heaps up discontents 'gainat all above bim, 
To crush tliem with the weight — not for the hatrcd 
He bears oppression, but for envy of it ! 
Ho blames the grievance he himaelf inflicts not : 
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But, let him have the power, yoii will see worae 
Begot of liis own pride and heartlessness ! 
I say no more, my son ! — beware of Iiim ! 
WTiere loiter'd yo« upon your journey home ? 
Six weeks yo« have been gone ; ero one was past, 
Tour siater was proclaim'd the Prince'a wife. 

Alas, I took a civcuit home to see my friends. 
And teil what I had done. 

Buph. You "re a great man 
In Arragon ! 

Alas. I number many friends ! — 
No Word yet from my sister? 

Euph. I expect 
Word by Velasquez — who is he comes yonder? 
I aee but dimly ! — I am very old — 
Ib it Velasquez ? 

Alas. Yes, Velasquez 'tis. 
And looks like one who has a tale to teil. — 

[Velasquez en(CT"SÄas(i/y — stops skort on aeein<f 
Alasco.] 
How now, Velasquez ? 

Velas. Are you there, Alaaco ? 

Alas. Yes, I am here — the matter! 

Velas. Nothing! 

Alas. Something ! 
Your Steps were hasty, — did you speed for nothing ? 
Your breath is scanty, — was it spent for nothing ? 
Your looks imply concern, — concern for nothing ? 
Your road lay to my father, — seeing me, 
You stopp'd aa bound to any other door ! 
Was that for nothing ? — Ay — and now you stand 
Like one that 's baulk'd aboiit to take a leap 
Which he feit sure to make — with bated creat, 
With vigour chill'd, wann'd cheek, and sparkless eye ! — 
Do all these thinga mean nothing ? — if tbey do, 
Thcn means commotion nothing ! 

Velat. I would be 
Alone with your father. 

Alas. So I told you ! — well, 
You are alone with him. £Goet out. 

Ruph. What is 't, Velasquez ? 
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TIlou comest from the capital, and thence, 
Or I mistake, thou bringest news for nie. 

Vßlas. I do ; and therefore wisifd tlij- son away ; 
For he is raah ; aod, gall'd, will take nu road, 
Save tliat Ins fiiry likes. 

Rupk. Bring'st tbou me news 
Would rouse the fiiry of iny son, Velasquez ? 
Thou mak'st mc tremblc — I am very old ; 
Too old to hear bad news !-— Don't teil it yet — ■ 
Andyet I know what it is. — O Ileaven ! my daugSiterl 
I knew no good coiild come of tliis avowal ! 
The Prince lias used her ill '. — and if lie has, 
Let him look to it ! — Let lihn ! — Three score yeara 

and ten, 
'Gainst youtli, are but a straw ogainst a staff; 
But, with nu Letter, will I beard the man 
That wrongs my daughter ! — I grow streng, Volasquen ; 
Am waxing youn^ again, as in my pvim 



As I do live, I am !— I thank tliei 
To have left me strengtli ! — I yet a 



Nature ! 

1 worth a bluw 1 — 
l-Stagyeri. 
e lean upon tlieo. 

Vela%. Tlie Prince lias donc no wrong. 

Rupk. Cüd bless tlie Princt! ! 
And pardon nie that I did wrong to liim 
In thinking that he had ! — tlie gracious Prince 
That ever honourably lov'd my cliild ! 
How could I think that he could do her wrong ! 
Don't say I did so. — What 's amiss, Velasquez? 
I See 'tia nothing that affects my child : 
Nonght can go wrong, while tlie good Prince is near her, 

Veloi. He is no longer near her. 

Ruph. No ! — not near iitir? 
My dark snrmises are at work again ! 
And yet thou say'st he has not wrcng'd my child. 

Velas. Thy child and he are wrong'd. 

Ruph. We"ll right them, then ! 
Who did it ?— well ? 

Velos. The King 1 

Ruph. How ?— How ? 

Velas. Despatch'd 
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The Prince to hcad hia arraies iti the north, 

And, whea his back was turn'd, convoked hia Council, 

And made them pass a formal act, declaring 

The marriage of thy daughter null and void. 

Ruph. HU right to his throne \s Toid, if he breaVs 
through 
Religion and the lawa that fence my child ! 
There are men in Arragon ! — Alasco ! — I 
Have found ray strength again ! Alasco ! — Ay, 
I am a peasant, he is a king ! Great odds ! 
But greater have grown even ! — Why, Alasco ! I 
Euter Alasco. 

Alas. Hero, father. 

Ruph. [recolkelinff himself at sight ofkii wn^. — 
I call'd you, — did I ? 

Alai. Yes. 

Ruph. I did it without thinking — well, Alasco ? 

AJas. "Well, father ? 
You call'd me, and I know you wanted me. 
Speak out, and do not fear my rashness, father : 
Though there be cause for heat, I oan he cool. 
How pale you are ! How you are quivering, 
And liow you gasp for breath ! and your eyes look 
As, would yoii let them, they could drown your cheeks ! 
Oh, my poor father ! 

Ruph. Your poor sister, boy ! — 

\_Burats into tears and falls on Alasco's neck. 

Alas. What of my aister ? — Say, Velasquez, for 
My father can't, or won't. 

Enter Almaoro, and a number of otber Peasants. 

Alma. Alasco — newa ! 

Alas. Ay, now I'll hear it. 

Ruph. Teil it you, Velasquez ! 
Let it not oome from him ! He will heap fire 
Onfire, 

Veloi. Your sister is divorced, Alasco, 
By edict of the men wlio guard tbe laws. 

Alma. Who break the laws ! — Yes, the fair Prince 
Alonzo, — 



db,Google 



336 TUE HOSE OP ARRAGON. 

Koyal Alonzo ! — weary of bis wife — 

Though but tlie waning of tlie lioneyraoon, 

Only tlie waning — he were madc of ice 

Could tliink it niore — on pretext of command 

From tlie King to lead liis arniies— 'Twas contrived — 

A piece of villany at tlie first siglit ; — left lier, 

To cast her honouraWy froui his heil ! 

Ru^h. Thou liest. 

Ahna. [_/ur{omliß. Liest I 

Al<u. Peace ! Almagro ! — Nay, 
Scowl not upon niy father ! if you are angry, 

AlTtta. My dear Alaseo ! 

Ruph. Dear ! — how long ? 
The Prince did never yet a double deed ! 
I woiild that I could say as much for thee ! 

Ahna. Forme! [^^/urwusly.^ 

Alts. Again ? May not an old man say 
"What he likes ? 

Ruph. I would all young men spoke as true ! 

Alas. Father ! your child is sham'd ! Tliat liorrid 

Written on her brow, thou'dst wish her dead ere read 

Her !— me !— thyself !— all kith and kin thou hast ! 
And ean thy breast find roi>m for other cause 
Of hate, reviling, or revenge ? If it uan, 
Mine can't. 

^^»13. No more can mine. I have no foes 
Save those wlio wrong tliy sister ! — none will have 1 
Oive me thy band, Velasquez, and be friends. 

Velas. I could be friends with Iiim bespoko me foul ; 
I could be iriends with him that gave me hlow ; 
But with the friend who fail'd me in the need 
He siiould, and conld base help'd, I'll ne'er be friends. 

Alma. By heaven ! Velasquez — {Jurioualy ."^ 

Alas. Do you rage again ? 
Or did I dream you do ? Friends ! if not friends 
Among yourselvea, waive jars awliOe for me ! 
Who ia a caitiff, be it not the man 
Laws civil and religious cannut bind ? 
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Or what are prayers, if hoiy rites are tlireads, 

And those they bind, asunder cut at will ? 

Or what 19 Heaven, if of no more esteem 

Than what 'tia witness to, to be pronounced 

A fraud and nullity ! 'Tis sacrilege 

If from the altar one abstract a mite. 

And the offender dies ; yet, by my troth, 

It may be want that did the deed, not he. 

And hunger breaka, tliey say, througli walla of atone ! 

But what prorapts him who raocks tlie altar, friends ? 

Fays to the compact ''tis appliance to 

No graia of the respect he entertains 

For bargaina Struck by hands 'cross market tablea ? 

What, if not hell ? — What sbould be done to such, 

Ay, say he wore a crowa ? 

Alma. He should be attipp'd on 't, — 
Caged in. a miiie — yea, mulcted to the cost 
Of bis life ! 

Ruph. O no — no — no ! He should be made 
To render back their rights to those from whom 
He wrested them— no more. That 's justice, sir; 
The rest is vengeance, whicb belonga to Heaven, 
Not sinful things like mea ? 

Alas. We '11 master him, 
Then deal with him. 

Muph. My son, you will not then 
Be masters of yourselves ! 

Alm. No fear of us ! 
Come — to the villages ! and every man 
Call out bis friends, and bring them where we'U meet 
In one o'erwhelming maas! 

Peatanis. Where? 

Alas. Let 's consult ! 

IRetire» a lütte tvith Almagbo and the reif. 

Ruph. Back — back, Velasquez, as thou lovest me ! 
Back to the capital ! find out iny child ! — 
Appriae her of what 's Coming ! She may need 
To be upon her guard. I'U do as mucb 
For thee. Meanwhile, I '11 get me ready, friend, 
And follow thee with all the speed I can. 

£Velasquez (jroBi out. 
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Oll, how I ahake ! — storms do not for old trees — 
Time was I thought them puffs. I then was young. 

Ahs. and Alma. At the Gross ! 

^The rest ecko them, exclaiming, " At tlic Cross !" 

Alma. Now for redress of common grievances — 
Burdens shouid not be borne — we 'II cast them off! 

Peasants. VTe will ! 

Alma. One signal wrong doea bettcr tlian 
Tocsins, my friends, to call bold men to arms ! 

Peasants. To arms ! 

Ruph. Hear me, my boy ! — Alasco ! 0, my aon ! — 

Alas. I am thy son, and for tliat very reason 
I will not hear tliee, wbile my aister suffers 
An injury and a siiame. — To arms ! to arms ! 

{_Allexcept EupeiNo rmhout, crying, " To arms ! 
to arms !" Rüphino totters into the Cottage. 



ACT II. 
SCENE l.—In the Citadd. 

Entcr the Ki.vg and Andreas. 

King. Wbat ! not the jewels tbat lie gave her ? 

And. Is'o; 
Though o'er and o'or assur'd, in taking them, 
She did your higbneaa' wiU. Her wedding-ring 
Was all she kcpt. 

King. No murmurs ? No complaints ? 

And. Nene ; but, instead, prayera for your higUness' 
health. 
And lengtb of prosperous lifo ! 

King. She would be thought 
A martyr : she bas heard how sncli have suffer'd, 
Blesaing their persecutors ; and pretenda 
To Imitate them ! 'Tis the way to make 
Miafortunes profit na — especially 

With the mean — to wbom the pang still brings tbe wail. 
It moves their wonder, and they worship that 
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They wonder at ! I Warrant you slie won, 
With patient aspect, and iindrooping mion, 
More hearts to pity lier, as elie went forth, 
Than tears and wringing of the hands had done ! 

Ana. She went nut forth by the chief portal, but 
A private one, and thereby shunn'd the cvowd, 
That fiil'd the street with ferment. 

Kinff. By your care, 
Or by her own? 

And. Her own, my gracious liege, 

King. 'Twas much forhearance ; but the girl is 
sbrewd ; 
She knowa iinlikely thinga may come to pass ; 
The hardest heart may melt ; my mind may change 
To bind more fast, whal nuw I have unbound ; 
Wbereto she takes good heed no hindrance come, 
Through lack of patience, now ! She is Tery wise ! 
Her beauty, past compare, must all allow. 
Can she bc hlind to what all otbers see ? 
And can she see it, without prizing it ? 
The homelieat maid, I ever met with, thought 
More of herseif than she would aeem to do. 
She ia very wise ! — Auglit said ehe of the Prince ? 

And. No, not a word, but paused before she went, 
Garing upon bis portrait strainingly. 
I think, but am not sure, at first she wept, 
For past her eycs her kerdiief once she drew ; 
'Twas then put up, and, to her other hand, 
The hand that held it, join'd in fervent clasp ; 
And thus ehe stood, the spirit, as I thought, 
Of very prayer itself personified ; 
For o'er her face tlie cast which maaters give, 
To paint the act of beatific trance, 
Spread, flooding it with light ! whate'er she thought, 
The words were in her heart, — She breathed no sound 
Till she had niade an end ; as I ioferr'd 
From a deep sigli alle drew; whercon she tum'd 
With aspect beaveiily calm, as worahippers, 
That rise refresli'd, froni the renewing altar. 

King. You apeak this lieartily ! 

And, I speak the tmth ! 

q2 
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Kinff. You say the Cortez, in last night'a debate. 
Hade queation of my faculty to bvealt 
This most pernieious maxriage ? 

And. Many apoke 
To that eiFect, — aiade it a pretext for 
Rehearsal of old grievances. 

Kit^. What they 
Call grievances ! — Was tliere mucli heat '< 

And. Thcrewas: 
But tbat witbin düora, cool to that without, 
Where up and down the atreets tbe people ran, 
Women and men, but women frequentest, 
Crying to one anotber, as they pass'd, 
" The Roae of Arragon !" — " Fall Arragon 
Ere she be trampled on !" — " No Roae, no King '/' 

King. Suspect you danger ? 

And. Yos, when discontenta 
Draw women out of duora, revolt ia strong. 

Kini;. The gamaon is under arms ? 

And. Itis. 
And, every quarter of an hour, patrols 
Are aent into the town, to go the rounds. 
And keep in clieck disorder, by the show 
Of preparation and alaority ! 

Kinff. You have not yet gonc forth ? 

And. Not yet, my liege ; 
I wait for Carlos, to report tlie State 
And proEpect of aDäirs. It is bis hour — 
Aud he at hand as aoon. 

Kina. Well, Carlos ? 



Car. All 
Was quiet thro" the night ; and, as tjie night, 
I would aver tbe day were bke to pass, 
But for unwonted calm. An hour, or more, 
Tis past tbe time the shopkeeper sbould ope~- 
And he ia up, but bidea with sliutters clused ; 
The craft of the artificer atands atill. 
And yet be is awake aince break of day — 
The cries are silent on the crowdlesa stveets ; 
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The very churls whoso nieals on erranda wait 

Stand not upon the watch füt cQstuiners, 

And breakfaat-time at band I 'Tia market-day — 

And to the gates no troops of peasants come, 

With gaj-den-viands, flocks, or herds, or aught 

Within the list of rustic mercliandize. 

None 19 at work, save the tir'd sentinel 

Who paces, out and ba<ik, his heat ; on watch 

'Gainst dangers yet unseen. 

Kitiff. It cannot be ! 

Car. What cannot be, my liege ! 

Kinff. That they design 
Revolt ? 

And. There'a eight o'clock. 

King. Hark, sirs ! — The town 
Is all at ouce aatu- ! What ia 't ? — look out ! 

Car. Their houses, one and all the Citizens 
Have left, and throng the streetB ; — their cloaks are on, 
Cloae-folded on their breasts ; they move one way, 
As on one common object bent ! 

Kiri^. Descend ; 
Wait tili yonr eye on some acquaintance falla, 

Then call and question him, Go hotb of you 

\_Exmnt Carlos and Andreas, 
What is't to be a King ? — To govem ? — Ay ! 
With such observance as the pilot meets, 
Who thinks to rulo the sea ! not more perverse 
Tlian moody, ever-changing subjects are ! 
Rejoicing in his heim, he ploughs along ! 
Leagues fleet like milee beneath hie flying keel ! 
Before its time his port begins to loom ! — 
When takes him, right a-head, all unawares, 
A furioua shift of wind ; wliich, if he 'scapes 
From foundering, blows him, from his jocund course 
A thousand milea away ! — So with a King ! 
A month ago the war was populär ; 
My people's wislies with my array blew, 
Which from the gates of Sarragossa march'd 
'Mid aliouts that would have made their cannon mute, 
Suppoae 'twere aet to roar.~I was a god ! 
Knees bent to me aa I retraced my steps, 
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Beturning to my palace ! All at onee 

Tlie humour changed. Froni end to end the reaJm 

Became one cauldron, ready to boil o'er 

With discontent'M ' A httle niore of lieat 

Waa wanted only — tliat is now siipplied ! 

The meanest sire id Arragon, Buppose 

His SOD, tike mine, offended wouid be free 

To caat liia bride and him to beggary ! 

Bnt I must netd« forbe ir hecause^a King ! 



Your tidings, Carlos 

Car. In our power ne hold 
The cause, if not tlie liead of tlie revolt, 
That boldly now brealta fortJi ' — Witbin the gates, 
Acting in concert, a« 'ti^ slirewdly guess'd, 
With the malcoatents, — The Koae of Arragon, 
Attended by a peasant, new alighted, 
With steed nigh spent, as through unwonted haste — 
Has been surprised, made captive of, and now 
Attends with thoae who guard her. 

King. Did we straight 
Decree her death, who could arraign oiir justice? 
On pain of death, did we forbid return ; 
On Jier accotint defeetion menaces 
Our throne ! our life \ and sbe, the cause, defiee 
Otir waming and our wrath ! To durance with her ! 

Olivia {witkonC\. The King ! the King ! Aa you 
are loyal men. 
Bring me before him ! 

King. Ib 't to nie ehe conies 'i 
Let her approach. 

OUma. I must and will paaa in ! 

ZRvsAes in and sink» f.xfiattated hefore the Kis«, 
Velasqüez Jbllowinff. 
Forgive, nty liege, the limbs that ean't conimand 
The homage they have all the heart to pay ; 
And helpleaa throw theniselves along tlie ground, 
Inatead of kneeling there. 

Kin^. How happena this ? 
Girl, I conld rail, biit tliy pale cheek disarms me ! 
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What ! art thou scared to aee the conflagratioD 
Whicli thou tliyself hast raised ? Or hast retiirn'd 
To Sairagossa, whence I banish'd tliee, 
To fan tlie discontent that takes thy part ; 
Änd, now thou art deteetod, makest pretence 
On my account thou art here? 

Olivia. I could not play, 
My liege, a double part! I know not how! 
On your account alone I brave your frown ; 
Which tlio' it held the lightning's power to blast 
Should not prevent me, for thy health and hfe 
To crawl to thee ! to clasp thy knees ! and, with 
A heart as füll of love aa loyalty, 
To warn thee of thy danget ! 

Kinff. Loyalty ! 
And love!— What love? 

Olivia. O can you not conceive 
Love may be cherish'd, for another''s sake, 
Towards those who pay us back no grain of love — 
Nay, pay us hate instead ? — 'Tis true, my liege ! 
Indeed, indeed ! 'tis truo ! — My heart'a dear lord 
You have taken from me ! — 'Cross the contract whicli 
Gave him to me, drawn pen ! — tom off the aeal ! — 
Stripp'dme to the skin, as'twere, andcastmeforth ! — 
Yet, could my life this moment stead you, — stand 
In tlie place of yours, and yours were forfeited, 
Assuring yours to you — so tender is 
The love I bear you, for my dear lord's sake, — 
I would not look at it, ere I wonld lay it down ! 

King. What wouldst thou gain by such a sacrifice ? 

Olivia. Content of mino own heart ! — and having 
that, 
I would bless Heaven and die. 

King. This is romance, 
Whose forms are of the bcain ! — but, look for them 
In act, you find them not ; no more than shadows 
Which mock the band would grasp tliem, 

OUma. Takeaproof! 

King. Ay, canst thou give me one ? 

Olivia. I come not back 
Eebelltously to Sarragossa, whence 
I went with but obedieuce in my heart. 
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If you except iny lovc für my dear lord— 
I had no thouglit, save of the xnas I had Icft ; 
And thoBe, my fathers, I was going to. 

Kitiff. What made thee then retum ? 

Olivia. My fears for thee ! 
Roused by the danger thoii 'rt environ'd with. 

Kinp. How oouldst thou sce the tliing that wa-^ 
beliiod thee ,' 
That had not broken forth tili thou wast gnne ? 

Olivia. I speak, my liege, of fears that were befon 

With Word of whieh, thia friend prevented nie, 

Instructed by my fether ! — Arragon, 

As well as Sarragossa, is in armg ,' 

Taking advantage of the diatant war 

Which leaves your kingdom weak. — Not your thrcme 

only, 
Your life is tlireaten'd; so, did I retum 
Against thy will, to warn thee for thy safety, 
To urge thee to conault it ; which to do, 
Flight miist embrace this moment ! — wouldst thou fly, 
To fly along with thee — thy hoatage only ! — 
And wouldst thou not, to die along with thee ! 

King. What proof have I of thia ? 

Olivia. That I am here ! 
What ! dear my liege, won't you believc me still ? 
A simple vülagcr had ta'en my Word ! 
Who would be gveat, when greatiiess breeds niistnist '. 
My liege 1 my liege ! — I am no courtier's child ; 
My father ne'er had need to hide his heart. 
So ne'er had thought to teach me to hide mine ; 
And though I have heard men speak and tliink diverse, 
The act I never yet could comprehend ; 
But, when their lips were open'd, listen'd stüJ, 
To hear their bearts ! — What cause ahonid bring me back 
Except your health,^your safety? — Oh, my liege ! 
Is it the roof whence, baniahing my lord, 
You banish'd me enough ? is it the bed 
Whence you divorced me, not content with that? 
Is it the face, which when I saw it last, 
Transfix'd me with a look that wish'd me de;id. 
And almost Struck me so ? — What were the words 
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Of him who spokc your will to me ? — " On pain 

Ofdeath never to see thispalace more!" 

I aee it !— I inour the penalty ! 

My life ie forfeit ! — take it ! — Save thy own ! 

Tlie only end that brouglit me back again ! 

King. I must believe her ; — yet can I believe 
Deeds worthy ricliest blood, can live witliuut ?— 
iDcredible ! — Yet true ! — Well, Carlos, — well ? 

Bnter Carlos. 
Hast met with tbose, can teil tliee wliat'e afoot ? 

Car. No, ray good liege, save by surmises. 

King. Well; 
And what surraise your friends ? 

Car. Some outbreak of 
The Citizens I But we can master them, 

King. Yes, we can master Sarragossa ! — but 
There is fear of Ärragon. 

Enter Gomez. 

Gomez. The Citizens 
And troops contend to hold the citygates, 
Which now the peasantry beset in throiigs, 
As on some feetal day, but not with looks 
Pertaining to a feast. 

Olivia. Sirs ! if you are men, 
Persuade the King tofly — not Sarr^ossa, 
Bat Arr^on, on treaaon is intent .' 
And, thereunto, movea hither all its power, 
"With threats pernicious to the life of the King. 

Veku. Fly ! fly, my liege ! 

Gomez, The subterranean vault 
That, from the Castle, leads without the walls, 
"Wide from the qnarter wheace this tempest breaks — 
That gain'd, you are safe ! 

And. The soldiery give way ! [_From icindotc. 

King. I will not fly!— Girl, you bave told me truth ! 
Consuit your aafety,— join your friends, — leave nie ! 

Olivia. I will not quit your side, — I have a. brothcr 
Will hear his sister's voice ; friends, that will hear it, 
Whate'er betide, my life I link with yours ! 
Botli shall siirvive, or both one ruin share ! 
Q 3 
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Kinff. Girl, are you flesli and blood ? 

Olwia. No, bnt a rock ! 
Stand back ! ^Meeting Alhagbo, and olkers enteiinff. 

Alma. The King himself ! — This crowns our work, 
Our expedition in liis deatli coniplete. — 
Upon him ! 

Olivia. Hold ! he is niy prisoncr ! 
And I bave guaranteed hia Hfe ! — Take minc 
If yoii chooae, Almagro. — If you don't, spare liis. 
Or you »hall take my life, — Well were it Said 
The Rose of Arragon kept not her word; 
Wlien every Spapish woman, who deserves 
To bear her father'a name, reapects her pledge ! 
These are my friends, Almagro, moro than yours ! 
They are my brother'a frienda yet more tlian mine ! 
Tbey have mothers, sisters, loves or wives, Almagro ! 
They will reapect my bidding for the'ir sakes. 

Alma. For your sake eome I hithcr. 

Oiieia, And Ithank you. 
And, for tlie good you mean me, will not ahame you ■ 
iN^or, countrymen and fricnds, will I shame you, 
And leave It to your enemies to say, 
While you stood hy, I broke a Spaniar^s word ! 

Alma. SufFerye, frienda, awoman tlms to thwartyuu? 

Oiieia. Almagro, wbo is with yoii ? — wlio is leader ? 

Alma, Yourbrother. 

Olivia. Wait hia ordera, then ! 

Alma. I do them ! 

Oiieia, No,on myhonout! — byhisfathcr'ahonour! — 
Hia own ! He seeks but justice of tbe King, 
No drop of the King's blood ! He lovea bis sister, 
But yet he ie the suhject of the Kiog ! 
He is a patriot — no regicide ! 

Alma, Friends, do you halt half way ? Wiiy come 
ye hitber 1 
Why are your swords in your hands ? You are Stand- 
ing here — 
There Stands the King, and lives ! 

Cortex. Nujjf^. He should not live ! 

Alma. "Who seconda me ? Iffoiitff to achance.^ 

[Oliyi j llirowe herseif upon the Kino. 

Olima. C'omc on, then, if you will ; 
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My Word, you hear, is pledged to save tlie King ! 
Either respect Tay pledge, or aee me die ! 
Around the King's life thua do I wind niy own ; 
If not a safeguard, then a sacrifice ! 

Älaseo \jeithout'\. Olivia ! 

Olivia. Hero, Alasoo ! — Speed, my brother ! 
Here — iiere ! — he coKies ! Now to touch the King who 
darcB? 

AtAsoo rmkes in,folkmed by others. 

Älaa. My sister ! 

Olivia. Ay, my brother ! 

Alas- How! the King! ^Unooi^erinff. 

King. Your sovereign, sir ! — Are you his subject, or 
A traitor ? If a traitor, in hia blood 
Consumraate what you have begun, — whereto 
He lenda you hia own sword ! 

[ Throwe down Me sword, scomfully. 
Sirs, sheatiie your blades ! With loyal hearts lite yours 
Tbe King commands, as long as tbe King lives ! 
In Btrife like this — not strife but butcbery — 
You shall not stain your bladea ! 

Äl(u. My liege, escept 
Wbat'a shed without, no blood shall flow to-day. 
Slieathe your swords, comrades, Sarragossa'a won! 
To cuatody the King will condeacend 
To render up bis peraon. You, Volasquez, 
"Will in safe wardship see the King beatow'd, 
Your heads uncover'd, sirs ! — 'tis Majeaty, 
Though it be fallen in fortunea— 

\_Tke King andotkers retire, guarded hy Velas- 
QUEZ and Peasants — all uncoter as he goes off. 
Come, Olivia, 
Siater, you are no ofFcast now : — Sit there : 

[ Takes Tier to the throne, andplaces her upon it. 
You are the Prince'a wife, Till he comes back 
And owns her such, the King allowing it, 
And, to our grievances, giving füll redroaa, 
"Who ahould be Regent, brothers? — who if not 
The Roae of Arragon ! 
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SCENE l.~A Street in Sarra0O»sa. 
Etiler RrpmNO and VELAsiiUEz. 

RupL TliG people meet to-day '. Wbo s 
tlietH ? 

Velos. That have I yet tu learn ; no proclaination, 
Notice, affix'd on the accustom'd qnartevs, 
Calla them together ; yet frnm mouth to niouth 
The rtimour run?, tliey meet. 

Rupk. No whisper who 
Convokes them ? 

Velas. Some say one, and eonie another. 
But still, with one and all, alike conjecture. 

Ruph, Knows this Alasco ? 

Velm. Him I have not seen. 

Ruph. Alasco loacä grotmd. iMo is nobody '. 
Cortez and Nunez, who were yesterday 
Alasco's hinds, — to-day are better men — 
KAted as the things for which they paas themselves, 
We do bnow gold — not meu ! The coin that 'a apurions 
Won't pass with one in twenty ! — out of twenty 
Take one, you scarcely the proportion leave, 
Who, for the Sterling man, will take the base! 
Opinion tords it ! Let but the cheat kcep close. 
Take lieed the wash conceals the brass or lead, 
The stamp and colour carry it! — we do ring gold, 
We do not so witb men, but truat report, 
Or sight ; and hence tho coiner awaraps the mint ' 
So wliere base metal stops, the connterfcit 
Of human nature passea 1 

Velas. Bitter tmths ! 
There ia Almagro ! nothing is too high 
For hia o'er-reachlng insolence, wbich bis craft 
Passes for the aspiring of desert ! 
Whereto he gathera tliose around him, whom 
Diaplay and luxury corrtipt^who leave 
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Hia boa,rd high äushM, to puhlish, in his praise, 

The flatteries he hhnselE doth hint to them. 

Thia will not yet tliy Bon Alasco see, 

Who in his singleness of nature hugs 

A foe, the very worst the man can cope with 

Who deals with such a partner as Almagro ! 

Take you Alasco, any day in the year, 

He ia the same ! — no change of bearing waits 

On change of rircumatance — his Station monnts, 

Not he ! — His peasant's dress ho still keeps on, 

Though arbiter of the fate of Arragon ! 

Tbis balks, and aU at fault doth set the crowd, 

Who still the flimey shows of things affect 

More than the tliings thcmselves ; while, by a course 

Diverse, Almagro gatbers hoats of ftiends ! 

Behovea that man be watch'd ! 

Ruph. Here comes Almagro, 
Cortez and Nunez too ! — My beart forebodes 
Some mischief is afoot ! You will attend 
Tbis meeting, will you not? 

Veloi. Be eure I shall. 
The hoiir draws nigli. 

Ruph. I shall attend it too, 
Though somewhat frail to thread the jostling mass. 
Observe, my friend — so deep are they in converse, 
They note us not ! Tliey are plotting, my Velasquez ! 
ITheygoout. 

Enter Almaobo, Cobtez, and NirNEz, 
Alma. The man who takes tlie lead in troublous times, 
Would need a certain toughneas of the beart, 
To withstand the dint of Pity, — not give way 
At her instanoes, which ever thwart the course 
Of juat severity. — Now such a man, 
Metliinka, Alasco is not ; — a good man ! 
A perfcct man, in the gentier elements 
Wherein our nature 's founded ; but without 
Thoae stemer ones, wlücb render action Safe, 
To those therein committed. 

Cortez. You are right ; 
He is too good ! 
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Altriß. A man may be too good l 
'Twas fit tlie King should die ! Strong i"easures snit 
Bold enterprises ! steps tliat startlc mca ! 
Deeds that conimit tiie actors tUoroughly ! 
Which defy halting; far luore, turuing back ; 
That fear itself takes risk für counsellor, 
And in the track of doing bustles on ! 
For thongli one end conibineth many minds, 
Yet, o( tliose many, few — ^perliaps but one — 
Can calculate the means unto tbat end, 
The road to it, wliich ever is to make ; 
"Which sonie Itke straiglit, and otbera roundabout ; 
Which some would travel wet, and otliers dry ; 
Which some would take by day, and some by oiglit ; 
Which some woiiid trudge, and othera roll along ! 
Thus, if all go together, one mnst lead ; 
That all go safe, he mnst know how to lead; 
He mnst be brains, and heart, and limbs for all ! 
I fear Alasco ecarce is such a man. 

Nunes. 'Tis clear he is not. 

Carter. See wliat he has done t 
Spared the King's life, wherein our grievance lay ! 

Ahm. Wherein our peril lies, — not only that 
Our grievance inay returii with fourfold weight, 
But heavy penalty be undergono 
For the free breath that we liave dared to draw ! 

Curtiz. Talk you of penalty ? 

Alma. Of penalty. 
For see onr plight : — the power we have unseated 
Is old in sfratagem — ^Iias stuck at nought 
To keep the nppor band : — is perfected 
In auhtlety to undermine the heart. 
And make the conscience crumble tili its soruples 
Ate swailow'd quick as water is by sand ! 
The King's a prisoner ! — what then ? A cage 
Lets out as well as in ! — no fool but knowa 
There are more keya than one to every door. 
And, failing keys, picklocks and sledges work ! 
And what are guards, but watchers must be watch'd ! 
While those who watch them may be bad as tliey. 
And occd their wiitchors too !— Nought that partakes 
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OE flesh and blood is all dependable ! 
" Last life, live liope." — Ay, while there runs a spark 
Ämong the embers! — There 's no bondage, then, 
That's end of hope, but death, with which life ends_! 
While the King lives, .tliere's hope for tyranny, 
And, perad venture, tbere's despair for us ! 

Nunez. If he eacapes, we are lost. 

Alma. Not all of na. 
Alasco ia not lost wlio spare d the King ! 
Were I a man who saw with other eyes 
Than tbose of partial love, thns might I say — ■ 
" Well done, Alasco ! — how tho fair world goes ! 
Honesty haa no chance in it ! — makes a noose 
For its own neck, e'en of the selfsame springe 
Tliat knavery poaches with .' " — I'd alay the man 
That call'd Alasco knave ! — yet tlma a nian 
Who loved bim not might say — " A day ago 
Alasco was a traitor like myself, 
Like you, and every one of u9 ! — bis neck 
Was debtor to the iiooae ! — but mark, — the death 
Of the king, which he along with us conspired. 
And which proposing only, we did pawn 
Our lives and all to fortune, by a cast 
To be redeem'd or lost ; he makes assurance 
Of safety, enrich'd by such prosperity, 
As of his tauest hopes, a month ago, 
Makes pigmies now ! — savea the King's life ! — Good 

Some men see far,^-can caiculate mnst shrewdly 
The course of consequences ! — I had studied 
An hour, or move, metbinks, ero I had seen 
The way to the King's favour was to put 
Hia life in jeopardy." — You know I speak 
Not as myaelf, but ns another man ! 
I love Alasco, and, with care fot him, 
I contemplate bis acta with others' eyes — 
Or rather atrive to do so— mucb I fear. 
In their regards, his mercy to the King 
Seems favour to himaelf, 

Nunez. And yet he keeps 
The King in durance ! 
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Alma. Tnie. 

Nunez. How tlieroiipon 
Shall he acquh htmself to the Kicig ? 

Alma. How ? 

Nunez. Yes. 

Alma. By laying it to our charge; to wliicli. no 
doubt, 
He to the King sets down his threaten'd life ! — 
Heard'st what one said to nie, when that I urgtd 
TlVliich you urge now — a shrewd, far-aiglited man ? 

Cortez. Wliat did he say ? 

Alma. " Alasoo spares the King, 
Thereby incenaing us, too chafed tliereat 
To brook the furtiier atep — setting the King 
At liherty !" — Do you see ?- — " On our accouut 
He keeps tlie King in dwrance — tor himself, 
He would aet him free to-morrow!" — Do you see i 
" He makes his sister Regent, — What ia ehe ? 
The wife of the Prince, the King's son ! — Very wdl 1 
Where is the Prince?— on the frontier with tlie army, 
Where will he be a montli hence, when he learns 
The atate of Sarragossa ? — At her gatea, 
With otlier knoc-ks than beggara give for aluis 
Besieging tliem; which we would treat like beggars ! — 
But worse than thonsand foea without the camp, 
Ia one that lurka within. it !-— He gaina entrance ! — 
He sets his fattier ou the throne again, 
Hia wife ascended but to render «p ; — 
Alaeco ia the brother of his wife ,- 
Alasco the preserver of tlie King ; 
Alaaco of his treason ia assoird ; 
His fault transmuted into hia desert ; 
His eiater, royal consort for hia sake; 
Himself adopted, cheriah'd, help'd to climb ; 
While we, hia instniinents, which when he iiacd 
He caat asidc, obtain for our deserts 
Tlie dungeon, or the gallejs, or the acaffuld I " 
Now do you see ? 

Corte:. How well you arguo it I 

Alma. I, my dear friend ! — I only teil you what 
Another said — I did not argue ao. 



db,Google 



THE HOSE Ol" 

How ooiild I, loving good Alasco ? — Love 
With all mankind is blindness, more or less ! 

Cortes. Would we had made you Regent! — 

Alma. Had you done so, 
Thus far at least you had been aafe — your ende 
Had been tny own ! 

Nunez. And wby not Eegent now ? 

Corlez. The law is now the people's will — the people 
To-day asaemble — Nunez, you and I 
Repair to the place of meeting, and at once 
Propoae Almagro Regent ! 

Alma, {affect'ing surprise]. Do the people 
Assemble te-day ? 

Cortez. Tbey do. 

Alma, You much surpriae me ! 
And wherefore, friends ? 

Nunez. You do forget to aak. 

Alma. Do I ? — I mnst, when yon assert I do ! 

Nunez, Recall, good sir, wliat yestemight you said — 
" Behoved the people meet more frequently : 
Tliat none could teil the day, er hour, their voices 
Might save the libertiea of Arragon." 

Alma. Sometlung to that efitct I now recall. 

Cort4z. To that effect we lost no time, but aet 
Your friends at once to work ; who so contrived, 
The people act as of their own accord, 
Nor know the Springs that move tbem. 

Alma, Admirablo! 
A maater-stroke, indeed, of poiicy ! 

Corlez. Come, Nunez, come ! Almagro ahall be 
Regent ! [^Exeunt Cortez and Nunez, 

Alma, Gods, what a giant ia the maaa in act ! 
In reaaon what a child ! — I shall be Regent ! 
They think Alasco traitor ! Honesty, 
Tiiouknow'st thythanka! Sweat on! — Alasco is honest ; 
Meana all men fairly, as he means himself ; 
Is true to the cause ; would fetter his own limbs, 
To give immunity to the meanest man's 
That has embraced it ; — yet is he a traitor ! 
■Why so should aJl men fare -who think tliey live 
But for the world, and not the world for them. 
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I am Alascu's fricnd ! — ycs, on tlic terma 

I liave been friend to loany another mau, 

To friend myself ! — Apart from tliat, Alasco 

la such A man as jars my nature most : 

A tnisting lover of tUe common raoe ; 

Looks to anotlier'a good before liifl own; 

Never suapects tliat men may clieat, Letray ; 

Much lessthat theymiglit swearthemaelveahis ftienda, 

And cut liis tliroat, as I almost could do, 

But for this cause, Lad I 110 otlier reason, 

That peoplo say, and not hia friends alone, 

I bave fatten'd on liis credit ! — for tlie tax 

My pride lias paid hira there — Ije sball pay galling ! 

Yet will I keep awhile tlie maak on, for 

The passion that consumes me, drinks my hlood up. 

And prompta defiance both of earth and heayen 

To compass the possession of his siater ! 

He ia at hand ! — now to receive my friend 

Welcome, Alasco ! 

Alasco eitters. 

Alas. Welcome every hoiir 
That bringa mo to my friend, 

Alma. \jeit/i oeeraited enerytß. I am thy friend. 

Alag. It were believed witliout that emphasia ! 
Is anything wrong ? Eequire I now a friend 
More than at any otber time ? 

Alma. no ! 

Alas. Almagro, more ia written on thy brow 
Than thon think'st meet to trust thy tongue witiiaL ! 
That arailö "a too thin ! I can sce through it, man ! 
It Cornea from the head, and not the heart ; the which 
'Tis meant to hide, not ahow ! 

Alma. Douht'at thou my truth ? 

Alaa. Ay~tlioii'rt inearneatnow ! Inhoncstearneat! 
Thou think'st, indeed, I do !— My own Almagro, 
I am too clear rayaelf, to doubt tliy truth, 
Or any other man's, unlesa, indeed, 
Upon most cogent reaaon. Listen to me ! — 
There are not wanting tlioae wlio loye me well, 
Wliom I !ove well, that Lave easay'd to shake 
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My Cuth in thee. Wlien saw'at thou it was sliaken ? 

Have I not still retum'd to thee, my friend, 

With open face and lieart ? Thou hast borne tne hard, 

Too haid, in sooth, to justify endurance 

In any but a brotber ; tili I have feit 

My tingling fingers coiiing in my pa!m ! — 

had I Struck thee then ! — but, at tlie thougbt 

Of blow to fhee, I could Jiave Struck myaelf ; 

And never parted we at such a time, 

But I have held to thee my open palm 

As frank as now I do ! 

Alma, [jwilh an effort^. As frank I take it. 

Alas. What is the matter, man ? I do not feel 
The pressure of your hand as I was wont : 
Ay, there it is ! but comes upon the hint. 
It used to come without ! Man ! you are thinking 
Of something eise than me ! or eise of me, 
In othermood than you were wont to think. 
Have I done anything ? 

Alma. No. 

Alas. No ? that '9 right. 
What is it, then ? 

Alma. What? 

Alas. Wliat ! — come ! come ! you know 
There 's something. "What is it ? 

Alma. There is no satisfying 
The people '. 

Alm. Now 'tis Coming ! Well ? — go on t 

Alma. They are jealous of you, 

Ala«. Jealons, are they ? — why ? 

Alma. Because you spared the King. 

Alas. I never thought 
To härm the King, 

Alma. No ? 

Alas. No! 

Alma. I tliought you diij ! 

Alaa. You tiiought I did? — what! take his Kfe, 
and he 
In our power l — -lose my own first ! — While he was free, 
While he was able to dispute with us, 
His power to oppress, and ours to right ourselves; 
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Tlie argHüicnt, indecd, was life or death ! 

That 'a over ! — !it an end !— Take the King's life ? 

I'd alay the man that talk'd of toucbiiig it ! 

Alma. What did you then propose ? 

Alas. What I aet out with ! 
Assurance of my sister's nuptiaL rights, 
And fall redress of the people's grieTances. 

Alma. Which you will get ! \jronicaUy^. 

Alas. Will get? be sure, I will [ 

Alma, üur frienda believe they had been perfectod 
In the King's death. 

Alati. Out iriends believe like fools '. 
I'll not eay, knaves.— la not the King our hostage ? 
Where lies his vatue ? Is it in bis life, 
Or in hia body, only ?— Wliile hia frienda 
Believe they risk liia life, to strike at ours. 
Will they be quick to come to blows !— or rather 
Will they not acek a parley ?— treat witb ns ? — 
Listen to our terms ? — award them their due weight ? 
Grant them ? — npon the Gospels ratify 
A treaty with u9, sworn to by the King himaelf ? 
Take tlie King'a life ! 

Alma. Woutd I bad tbought of this 
An hour ago ! 

Alas. Why? 

Alma. I had been prepar^d 
To justify you to the people. 

Alas. Psliaw ! 
m juatify myself. 

Alma. I know him not. 
He is poaitive when into action priek'd, 
I have err'd in rating him too rauch a thild. 
And over-reach'd myself — I must recover, 
With the hold I bave upon bis love forme. 
AlasGo ! 

Alas. Weil! 

Alma. Methinka was never pair 
So liük'd in love as we are ! We sbould have been 
Brothers ! 

Alas. And we are ao ! — are we not ? 
The worth of birth is but the rieht to love. 
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We love as well as brothers, do we not, 

Withoiit tliat right ? — wliat are we then but btothers ? 

Come you to flesh and blood ?— aa all niankind 

Had but one parentage, in the great first, 

All fleali and blood are one 1 

Abna- Yet there's a neaniess 
In afflnity. 

Alas. Marryyea, — für cufla aa well 
Aa huggings ! — Brothers have been haters ! — From 
One womb spring many natures, as diverse 
As the winds, the children of the common air ! 

Alma. Alaaco, you did wish me once your brother 
By such a tie, as would have yet enrich'd 
Our ample stock of love. 

Alas. I did. 

Alma. The Prinoe, 
Thwarting my hopos, methinks scarce ran with thine, 
Or I deceive myself. 

Alas. You are not deceived. 
And know it — wkerefote make a doubt of it ? 

Alma. Oursurestwishessometimesmakethemdoubts, 
Throngh wantonness to reassure themselves ! 
I shonld have been the huaband of Olivia ! 

Aloe. You should ! — you had been, had my'will 
been done, 

Alma. I know your power was beggar to your will, 
"WTiose Tast abundance mock'd ita penury ! 
Now haply tum'd to riches ! — Friendahip is 
A godhke thing ! 

Alas. Tis perfect in itaelf ! 
So has theatart of love, that'anot content 
Without its guerdon rieh ; to purchaae which, 
Crowns have been lost, and what surpasses tbero, 
The grace of which they are but symbolical ! 
Whence blossoms richer than the garden'a prime, 
Suppoaing e'en the Heaperian fable truth, 
Have broke their golden promiso, and for fruit, 
Given all their glorfoua huea to nouriah poiaon ! 
But friendship, aave ita mood, seeks no delight : 
Therein it all rejoices ! — temperate — - 
Without the fiery throbbinga of the brain, 
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And beatings of tlie lieart ! — iinjealous — pleased 

To gatlier Learts for tliose it cliccislms. 

And of its own, niaking a goodly fiold, 

TVhere notliing Springs, but healtliy generous eeed. 

Fair tboughts, pure feelings, sentiments sublime, 

To juatify and grace its loved election ! 

Alma. Friends liave donc miracles for tliose tho}- 

Alas. Tiiey liave !— I wonder, my Alniagro, what 
I ■would not do for tbee ? 

Alma. Tliere was a tbing 
You luigbt bave done, and did not. 

Alas. Wbat was it ? 

Alma. Vüu knew I loved ! 

Alas. 1 did, and belp'd your lovc, 
Far as I coiild. 

Alma. Not so, Alasco '. 

Alas. No ? 

Alma. You urged iny eiiit, indeed, but not metbinlis 
Witli all that sturdy earnestness you owed me ; 
Gavest way too sonn to a girl's fantasy, 
And an old man's incJining ! 

Ala^. Did I ? 

Alma. Yes. 

Ala». I am sorry you sbould tliiuk so ! 

Alma. I am sorry 
I sbould have cause to think so. — Look, Alasco : 
Had I a sister, and my friend did love ber, 
Her wiabea sjiould incline ihe way I cbose, 
Howe'er tbey strain'd diversely ! 

Alas. Ay ! — indeed ? 
I think you are wrong ! — a woman in affection 
Is steadfastness, or steadfastncss is notbing. 
And tbey are fools wbo scek it. 

Alma. Tiicy are fools 
Wbo in tbe lieart of very weakness, think 
To find so Stern a tbing. 

Alas. Alinagro! 

Alma. Nay, 
I know I Bpeak barsli trutbs to you; and yet, 
Did I speak barsber, I'ni your fastest firiead ! 
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Wliere was your sister'a love for you, Alaaco, 
When she repeU'd the auit you urged for me ? 
Sisters love brothers, don't tliey ? 

Alaa. Yes. 

Alma. Methinlts 
Behoves euch love be steadfast. 

Alas. Certainly. 

Alma. You pleadcd for your friend with all your heart. 

Alas. With all my heart and aoul, Almagro. 

Alma. Nay, 
I'm Sure you did — I am content you did — 
But liad been more so with the proof of it. 

Alas. What proof wouM you have ? 

Alma. What proof would I have ? — Success ! 
The only solid proof of eamestness ! 

Alas. Almagto! — 

Alma. Yes, I know — your sister'a heatt 
Was given to the Prince — That's past and gone, Alaaco ! 
The heyday of their love ia over, uow ! 
From her deserted bed she now looks back 
lipon the day he kneJt to woo her thither, 
Who leaves her now alone there ! 

Alas. Well, Almagro J 

Alm,a. Thy sister ia divorced. 

Alai. They say she is. 

Alma. What liindera her to he Almagro 's wife ? 

Alas. Heav'n! — Jierown heart! — her father'ahonour! 

Don't touch ine tliere, Almagro. 

Alma, Touch thee there ? 
Who touch'd thee there? — If ahe'a divorced, she's free. 

Alas. If ahe'a divorced against her huaband's will, 
If she's divorced without her own default, 
If she's divorced and yot the contract good — 
Perfect, without a flaw, tliat made her wife ; 
She is not free, Almagro !^She should die 
Before she tnarried tliee ! — -What would you call 
My sister ? — What was she ? — The paramour 
Of the Prince! — What! mean you alle was that the 

which 
Did any call her, he would put liis tongue 
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In jeopardy, for by tliis honest Imnd 

I wouldtearit fromhis tliroat! — Haveacare, Almagi'o 

Men teil me tliou art seliisli — tliou didst come 

Too near a proüf just now, in thine own aims. 

To overlook tho lionour thy friend ! 

Almagro, I'm a cliild, but yet a, man ! 

Ejet me Dot find theu, wliat men say t)iou art — 

Assured of that I would liate thee — I, Almagro ! — 

That never look'd upon my fellow flesh 

Wititoiit a kindiiess and a care for it ! 

Alma. I know it is tliy nature. 

\_Changing hü tone 

Alan. I have bragg'd ; 
But if I have, I have :^d tho simple truili. 
And, after all, where ia the boaat f — At l>est, 
"We are but what Heav*n made us. By no thouglit 
Or labour of my own, I love my race, 
Confide in them, and would do good to them ! 
It is the bias of my natute, wliicli 
Slept in my cradle, in the school-room waked. 
And all throughout my manhood has held sway, 
To juy in othors' thriving ! — Wiien deserv'd — 
Mark that ! — I would not have pretcnsion thrive 
When not borne out by merit — 'tis as bad 
As that a lie should prosper ! — Barring that, 
I fare the best when I see others banquet; 
Nor care to scramble for the upper aeats 
At fortune's table— I have given them np, 
Morc oft, thaii I have ta'en them ; — nor can I bear, 
Except in the sheer lack of wortliincss, 
To tum my back on men who have their faults, 
Because, who haa them not ? — I am sure not I ! — 
One kind of mau alone I cannot brook — 
The man wLose God is seif '.—But one such man, 
I bless heaven fervently, I have ever known ! 
And I as fervently do pray to it, 
I ne'er may know anothet ! — Let this pass — 
Yoii say tlie people are displeased with me 
Touching the King. Is that all ? 

Alma. Something mori- — 
Äffeoting your fwi aister. 
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Alas. What can it be ? 
Think you I err'd to make my sister Regent ? 

Alma. Some sorenees tliereupon. 

Äl<M. I tliouglit it riglit ; 
But if our friends think otherwiae, 'tia well ! 
I care not who ia Regent, so tlie course 
Of things holds on. 

Alma. I am glad you ave of that mind. 
Tliey medltate a change. 

Alag. A cliange ?- — -indeed ! 

Alma, And stepa are taken to assemble them, 
And learn their will and pleasure, 

Aias. Steps are taken ? 
Why was not I consulted ? 

Alma. You are too eaay, 
Too lax in tlie exacting of your rights 1 
Men take advantage of you ! — to say truth, 
I ne'er divin'd you carcd to be consulted, 
Else had I put a clog upon their speed, 
Had check'd ita downhill swiftness. 

Ala». I'm not pleas'd — 
And yet the people could not mean me wrong, 
Conie, come, all 'a well ! 

Enter VEtAsfluEz, Contüz, and Nunbz, mth People. 

Velas. Well met, Alaaco ! 

Corlez. And — 
Well met, Almagro. — We have an errand, sJra, 
To both of you. The people are divided — 
Half wish Almagro Regent, half Alasco; 
All holding tlie same mind in thia regard, 
That, in the atrait we stand in, it is fit 
That one of you should hold the rule, and not 
Alasco's sister. Whicb of you will give 
Hia vote to place the other in her seat ? 

Velas. What do you say, Almagro ? 

Alma. Good Velasquez, 
I am taken by surprise. 

Alas. And so am I; 
But I can spealc at once — Almagro Regent ! 

All. Almagro Regent ! 
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Rc'PHiNü rnslics in. 
Rtiph. No, no, no !— Aksco, 
"Wliat liave you done? I follow'd hitlier, fast 
As my old limlis could bear me — but toö lata ) 
O soll ! — son — 9on ! thy fatlier's voice ascends 
Against thy mad devotion to tliat man ! 
■\Vhom now thy breatli liath seated in conimand, 
But to unseat, ere long, will call for Wood ! 
O that in eren balance should be held 
TLe Claims of virtuo and depravity; 
Of truth and falsehood ; geuerosity ; 
And overweening heartleas selfisbness ; 
That the wealt, good, in its eimplicity, 
Should caat its weight into the other scate, 
And heave its own to tlie beam ! — Friends — country- 

Undo what you liave done ! 

AUm. It is too late. 

Ruph. Still faitl)ful 'gainst thjselC 1 

Alma. Rupbino ! — Sir ! — 
Ab to your years, witb ■which your wortb has grown, 
Behoves me pay all reverence— observo 
Tbe first use which I makc of that same power 
TVliich yon hegnidge me hold. IE I, at bome, 
Do sit suprerae, Alasco, rule abroad ; 
And, next tii theo, Velasqnuz ; whimi, the more 
He ia hent to he my foo, the more will I 
E'en as a friend entreat. 

Ntim:. Tis nohiy said ! 

Alma. Away, Alasoo ! join the patrioi hoat, 
And take Velaaquez with thee ; — tliou, the chief ; 
He, second in command. — My friend, embrace. 
How say yon, air ? Am I a man for thee 
Or him to fear ? — Health and suocess, my friend ! 
Yon, to brigUt gains ; honours, and spoila of war ! 
J, to the care and drudgery of tlie state ! 

[IHö^s oiU^folhwid hy the people shouting. 

Ruph Tills day, my son, we both aball recollect. 

f'la, Ala-co, conie. 

Ruph Till uveuing wait, Vel.isquez. 
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Methinks you have forgot your sister, boy : 

If not to take farewell, a word nr two 

Behovea you change with her before you go. 

His sister woald have Speech with him, Velasquez ! 

Alas. Husband your speed, Velasquez, tili I join you. 

Velos. Nay, we shall Start together ; say an hour 
Ere sunset. At the postem with your steed 
An hour ere aunaet shali you find me waiting. 
Not tili you join me shall I aally forth, 
But wait for you at the poatem with your steed. 

[ VELAsauBZ goes out. 

Ruph. Whatponder you, Alaaco? 

Alas, Nothiog. 

B-uph. Son ! 
You are not ill? 

Alas. No, no ! Lead to my sister. {_Tke^ go out. 



SCENE l.—Tke Corridor of the Duvgeons. 

Enter Alonzo, disguised as a Moor, accompanied by Pedro. 

Alon. And so you knew me not, tili, with the old 
Familiär word and tone, I greeted you ? 

Pedro. No, my good lord ; and now I look and 

Knowing who you are, yet not a sign descrying 
Of what ao well I know. 

Alon. Pasthope! — Good Pedro, 
With an entire unmeasur'd eonfidence 
I trusted you ; and you have paid me back 
With equal faith ! — I thank you ! — What you teil me, 
Touching my father, all disquiet lulls, 
Which it behoves a son to feel ; and, now, 
I am at liberty to be all the husband ! 
My plans are laid, old friend; and, certain as 
To-morrow''3 dawn is eoming, ere it comes, 
There willbe shaking hands in Sarragossa 
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With tliose who lirood to-day o"er nought but blovre, 
Meanwhile bethink tliee of a trusty few 
To back us, sliould extremity rcquire. 

Pedro. I sball, my lord. Tbey caa be foiind and 
quickly ! 

Alon. Formy dearwife, I will not trust myseif 
In neigbbourbood witb ber, lest my streng love 
Betray me ; but shall take tbe post tbou speak'st of, 
Near tbis Almagro ; so tlioii pass me for 
Tbe man be said !ie needfd. If from tbe instniments 
Whicb men niake uee of, we can gueas tbeir callings, 
Metbliiks I guess tbe werk be bas in band, 
To wisb for sucb a man ! — Come, bring me to him. 

Pedro. No ; tarry bere, and be sball come to yoii. 
He so appointed. 

Ahn. Be it so, old friend— ^Pedro goes out. 

No place so stränge aa bome, when ours no mote ! 
Tbese vaults, familiär since I was a cbild, 
No longor look tbe Same. — Gnod honest Pedro ! 
Tlie misplac'd executioner ! 'Tis stränge ! 
Use hardens men as to tbeir craüts ; wbile, eise, 
Their natiirt-a all their primal softness keep 
Obedicnt to Impression. Tbe bard jailer 
"Witbont a slinig, aees misery pass bis gate ; 
Tlie common CHrrent of bis voeation tbere 
Still rolling on tbe snme— but take bim tbence, 
He bas bis sbare of pity for a pang ; 
Yea, pays it down in good and Sterling tears ! 
I bave Seen it ! Pedro, now, is siicb a one — 
Tbc rack, tbe gibbet, and tbe block to bim 
Are tbings of custom, whose abborred uses 
Find him tbeir fit Intendant, of wbose frame 
No fihre tbey disturb. My boybood's dread 
Was Pedro ; tili, one day, be lifted me 
Caat flat along tbe pavenicnt — in my spoed 
To sbun him. — I was bleeding ; — as be staunch'd 
My littlo wonnds, bow well I reeollect 
Tbe cliange from terror to pleas'd wonderment, 
To See a lieart, aa tender as my motber's, 
Melting above me from bis big datk eye ! 
" You would not burt me, Pedro ?" said I, still 
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A toach of doubt remaining, — " Hurt thee, boy !" 
He Said no more, but wliere bis tongue stopp'd sbort 
His eye went on, and told et tale to me 
Tbat had a weeping close. — Tbougb only thea 
I guess'd ita tenor — but I learn'd it after. 
An only son, of juat niy age, lie had, 
And loat liim ! — Froiu tbat hour I lov'd the man, 
And could confide my life, and my life's all, 
■ To hiia, as now I do. He bas succeeded ! 

He Cornea — tbe Regent with bim. — Heaven, I tbank 

The post is mine which it beboves me hoid 
Near to tbe person of tbe man wbo ooveta 
The treasure I bave won ; aud does not parley, 
Aa I am well adviaed, with scruplea, — tbere, too, 
Wbere jealousy would searob tbe last to find me ! 
Power tbat loveat faitb and innocence, 
For their sweet sakea, bo now propitioua to me ! 

Euter Aluaoro and Pbdbo, 

Alma. Is this the man? — bis mr ia very atately ! 

Pedro. It ia tbe carriage of bis blood, my lord ; 
Ne'er baok'd by ita partaker. You require 
A man wbom it beseems you havo beside yon, 
Appendage of your court, tbat will not shame you. 
Bebold such. A stern man, aa prompt as passive, 
Whate'er your hidding — such a one attends you — 
A atranger, too, to all wbo are about you ! 
No race like bia to suit you, and of that race 
No sample fit aa he is. 

Alma. It is well ! 
Tbat roTcrend man you apoke of — bave you aeen bim f 

Pedro. 1 have. 

Alma. 'What says he ? 

Pedro. He will be yout band. 
Not more will question — leas will do — your bidding. 

Alma. Warn him to come to me ere nine tbis evening, 
Ere the third quartor turna. — Friend, do you heed 
A woman'a teara? \jo Alo.nzo. 

Ahn. They do not pietce tbe ear. 
Her abrieks do, and aa little they would move me. 
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Alma, Wliat would you stop at, to obey tlie wüi 
Of him you served ? 

Alon. at iiotliing tili 'twas dono l 

Alma. Not blood l 

Alon, No tnore, sir, tlian tJic blade which stieds it. 

Alma. "Wait by my side. — Advanceraent iie'er is 
bouglit, 
Biit at aome cost of friends. I know not, nuw, 
Who lovcs me, Pry alioiit you.— As we go 
I'U teil you wliero my licart and suul do bang 
Tlieir all of being on ! 

Aloii. Ah eneiny, 
Whom you would overoome ? Ho is at your fuet ! 

Alma. Ah cnemy whom giv'st tliou to mine arm«, 
I'U fall at yours, as ray good angel ever ! 

Alon. A woman .' — Can't you strain lier to youv 

Witbout my lielp ? — You Christiana there are wroiig, 
What we as minions treat, to rate as idoU ! 
You flatter — siie — tmplore ! — Poasesaion spoaks 
Our wisheg ! 

Alma. Well you please me, Üms to talk. 
Tlianks, Pedro! — Come ! — keep near mo. Wfll you 
ploaso me. [^The>/(/o (mt. 



SCENE 11.—^ Chamber in ike Citudei. 
Enler Alasco and OhivtA. 
Alas. Olivia! 
Olivia. Wl'1], my brother ? 
Alas. It is long 
Since you and I bavc talk'd. 
Olima. There was a time 
We had not been so long apatt, Alaeco, 
At liberty to meet ! 

AloB. There was a time 
We had one heart ! — That time is past ! 
Olivia. How long ? 

Alas. E'er since tUe hour yon spurn'd your brotber'^ 
friend, 
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His soul's election, from among the prime 
Acknowledged of bis race, and gave your heatt 
To throne a stranger. 

Olivia. He deserved it, hrother ! 

Alas. No, not thy heart ! — The throne that he v 
born to, 
I grant him worthy of, but not thy heart ! 
There is but one auch throne ; as for the other, 
There are a hundred such — ay, maybe, hetter ! 
How much, Olivia, did it weigh with you 
That he, you chose, was heir «nto a throne ? 

Olivia. Brother ! — [muck hurl.2 

Alas. I know ! forgive me ! Not a doit '. 
Oll ! Tay Olivia ! lives the man durst slight thee. 
And do I HO? That inadvertent wrong 
Hath, more than argument, set all to rights ! 
Being liere to blame, I have been all to blame! 
Forgive me ! Love me ! Take me to your heart 
Again, aa I do thee to mino, my sister ! 

Olivia. How like a new gift is old love restor'd ! 
How seems it richer, though the very same ! 
How the aoul opens to receive it, wider 
Than e'er it did before ! — Alasco ! now 
ril show thee, hrother, I have all along 
Deserved thy love, deserving it e'en. there 
Where thou account'st me wanting ! 

Alas. Not a Word 
Of that again ! you prized the Prince's wottli, 
Before you kncw his title ; which he dofTd, 
Lest, seeking love, he might ambition meet. 
And taVe it for its bettera ! You were wed 
Before you knew you were a prince's wife ! 
Have you forgiven me ? 

OUina, Have I not, my hrother ? 
But, for mine own content, Alasco, hear me, 
While for thy sistev's coldness to thy friend 
I give thee now her reason. 

Alas. Give it me, 
But for thine own content ; not mine, Olivia t— 
Go on ! Why do you hesitate ? The thing 
You wish'd to teil me, and I would not hear. 
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And tlien wisli'd more to teil nie, now I would hear it, 
Whydo yoii hesitatsto teil ? 

Olivia. Alaaco, 
You are so rasli when yuu are angry, 

Alas. ^roustd^. Ay — 
Is there cbance of tliat ? 

Olima. No, no ! 

Alai. ^nwU tmpaCimtli/J. There is ! 

Olwia- You see ! 
Wisely I kept it from tUee at the time ; 
Else bloodshed had ensued ! 

Alas. l^icitk extreme impaüence]. Bloodshed ! für 
wliat ? 

OUüia. Outrage long past ! 

Alas. {_furioiisli/^. Outrage ! — [recollects hims,'}/.'} 
Long paat ia it ? 
Then teil it me, no fear I stiall be rash ! 
No, nor yet angiy ! I shaJl look upon it 
As a thing tLat 's dead, and no more wage war with it 
Than I would witb a, eorae ! Almagro ofFor'd tliee 
No outrage ? [_/«noiM/y.] 

Olivia. Tliere again ! 

Alas- [reeoverinff kimielf.'\ And if lie did — 
'Tia paat and gone, so dead. — Go on, Olivia, 
Go on, my sister ! 

Olivia. You remember, dou't you, 
From long-protracted absenee, Coming bume, 
And finding me, wbom you had left a girl, 
Stolen into woraanhood ? Stolen, I may say. 
For at that stagc I had, indeed, arrivM 
Without my fatlier's note, or e'ea my own ; 
So cbange, by progresa still before our eyes, 
Ia oft-times paat, befiire we dream 'tis near. 

Alas. That time, Olivia, I remember well ! 
Then first I feit 1 was a brother, when 
l'he girl, I left, I fuund not ; but, instead, 
A woman newiy ripen'd ! You had oa 
The gear of otlier times ! 'Twas quite outgrown. 
And scantiest there wliere nature'a bounty most 
üpbraided lack of fuloess ! Oh, what thoughta 
Of risks and wrongs, by woman run and borne. 
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Shot throQgh my brain, succeeding one another 

As iightoing flashes, when the welkin round 

la thick witb thimder-storms '. — awakening in me 

TingUngs of feelings never towcli'd before, 

ÄDd summoning, almast in palpabte, 

Cistinct embodiment, tlie household virtues 

To pasa in aolemn, stem array before me — 

Among them honour chief, and chaatity ! 

I aprang to tiiee, and o'et tliy Shoulders threw 

Thy kerchief, snatch'd from thy surprised hand ! 

The change pasa'd o'er thee then, from fratikest joy 

To See me back, to strängest wonderment .' 

The change, from that, to most alarm'd oonfusion, 

As, in a moment, borst on thee the thought 

What time had done, thou ne'er hadat ta'en account of, 

Till then reveal'd by that thy brother's act ! 

The statue that thou stood'st, except the blueh 

Which, prompted by that act, thy heart call'd up 

As 'twere to veil thy cheek, and answer for 

Thy earth-fix'd eye, that life had caat it there ! 

I shall be old when I forget the hour 

I threw that kerchief o'er thee ! 

Olivia [hedtattnff}. Brother ! — 

Aloe. Well! 

Olivia [Aesitatijiff]. One day — 

Ala». Goon! whathappen'd thee that day! 

Olivia \jlill h^ilatitiffl. That kerchief — ■ 

Alaa. Well? 

Olivia. 1 cannot teil it thee ! 
I durst not even breathe it to my father! — (_Over- 
powiered with con/iMion, tmd tkroviir>ff kerself 
on Alasco's neek."^ 

Alas. You need not! Some one pluck'd it off! — 
Who was it ? 
Who was it ? — fool ! — who was it but Almagro ! 
The flood of light a little clünk let« in ! 
How blind a man may be, yet think be sees ! 
How fast asleep, yet faney he 's awake ! 
How may he be cajoied — robb'd — eozen'd — guH'd — 
Wliere for fair dealing he would atake bis life, 
R 3 
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As free aa riak a counter on a eard 

With all the odds to back iiini ! — It is flear i 

Älms^ro'a heart ia rotten ! — What iiave I doiiü ? 

Olieia. What liavD you Jone, my brotiier ! 

Alas. What have I done ? 
You know, and aak ! — why, made Almagvo Regent 1 
Aimagro Regent, in my aister's place ! 
Given him command over myself, and worse, 
O'er thoe, to wliom be did tliat violence 
Tums all my blood to fire ! liow may'st thou farc. 

Olima. Remember you your comment, once yuii rt-ad 
The Story of Lucrece to me l You aaid 
She used too late her dagger — that alie chosu 
Most ill, tlie stain itself contracting, ratlier 
Than bear the slanderous Imputation, 
Howe'er so bnse begotten ; that Iter error 
The custom of her tirae coiild not atone for ; 
That she waa more to pride a martyr, than 
To chastity ! nnwoithy setting wp 
A sample of a woman fit to copy ! 

Jlas. Those very words thy brother's heart spuke 
to thee ! 

Olizia. Thoae very worda thy siater's heart set down 
Never to be obliterated ! — See ! 

l_Draicinfffbrr!i u da^t/cr. 

Akts. Thou shalt not come to such extreiiiity ! 
Oh, let me tliink a while, ray aister— go— 
This ia no homo for thee ! — Go !— Hold thce, sister. 
In readineaa to bear rae Company ; 
But let mi; with myself a wliile commune, 
There'a something here wants calming — such a sea 
Cannot at once go down, and give us leave 
To put the vessel on her course again ! 

Olivia. Bless thee, Alasco ! {^Oniny. 

Alas. Sister, stay ! — The King '.— 
His Jife 's in jeopardy 1 

Olivia. Tlie Ktug is safe ! 
I fear'd thee, brother, — durst not breathe it to thee ! — 
But he escaped last night by my contrivance I 

Ala3. O woman ! ciear in apprehension — prompt 
In action, wlien her sympathies arouse her! 
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A niountam hast tlmu heavcd from off niy souI, 
And for reproaches, take my blessings with thee ! 
Now leave nie for a wliile ! 

Olwia. My lieart ainks in me 
At tliouglit of losing siglit of thee, my brothet ! 

IGoes out. 

Alas. How many things come back upon me, now, 
That pass'd me by before unheeded by me, 
To prove Almagro wanting ! — There la Gomez ! — 
Gomez, he told me was a wretch ! — had fail'd hini 
When trusted by bim !— Now he hugs him ! — Ay, 
Gomez ia now of aervice ! There 's Velasquez, 
A man far likelier to oTerlook, 
Than note a fault.-— Almagro must have play'd 
The Tiper to him, and Velasqnez ehuns him 
Lest he be atung again ! — There 's Henriqnez, 
Blotches from head to foot, believe Almagro, 
And he was band in glove with him before, 
For all bis leproay, when Henriqnez 
Was factor to bis fortunea.— Heaven and earth ! 
Now I betl nk me 1 ere are Pedro, Carlos, 
And twenty otl on e bis good companions ? 
True n en and k ndly — Where are tbey ? gone from 

bn 
He com s — untn ely — ^would I could avoid him. 
E t Al» qko and Therksa. 

Alma. Ton knowyour duty — seetbatyou perform it. 
Let the reward that I have promised you 
Kemind you of obedienco. Suffer her not 
Out of your sight — nor be tbrust off — nor humour A ; 
Your anawcr — forced to it — " The Regeot willa it." 
Not in a Iinrry thougb ! 

Ther. I shall observo. QGo« out. 

Alma, Now am I jociind as tlie mariner 
Whose progress e'en before bis reckoning runs, 
And, ere expeeted, shows his port to him — 
Whose vessel seema beloved of the winds, 
Whicli follow her wbere'er she tuma her prow. 
I am Regent ! — That is power achiev'd — Alasco, 
Speeds to the army, and Velasquez, with him. 
That is immunity to use my power ! 
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Olivia stays in Sarragossa — tliat 

Is love acliieved. — Oh ! Opportunity ! 

Thou favoiirer of wishes, com'st thou to me. 

And shall I let tliee go again, and say 

Thöu ieft'at nie inine «nbleat ? — No !— though I craved 

Tliü help of fraud or foroe to effect fruition. 

Fair measures first I'H try — they bring our ends 

Most happily about. So be't. Let's see — 

A quarrel is to bc made up — a fault 

Ackouwledged and aton'd for — so, from foes, 

We turn to friends. — That's easy — but to tum 

From friends to lovers — tbere 's the feat that taxes 

Bot!» wit and labouv ! There'a Eupliino, tliougb — 

He hatea niü ! Woll ! — tlie good of the republic 

May orave liis absence hence — some honourable 

Employment — like Velasquez, and bis sons, 

We '11 find bim suoli. — So now, to see Olivia ; 

Adniit my error, üwn it past forgivenesa — 

The very surest way to niake it venial — 

Dilate on my cuntrition— -sigh für friendship, 

Without a liope of it — a warranty 

E^pecial and infallible tbat sbc 

Will find me liope enougli — and liere succeeding, 

To fair or foul nieans trust the rest ! — 

£Goinff towards OUvWs apartmen% meels Alascu. 
Alasco ! — 
Here yet ? — I swear tbou an still a cliild, as iinicli 
Ab in tliy play-time years ! 

Ala«. Almagro! — 

Ahia. Peace! 
Thou mäklet nie mad ! — what uro tlic tbews of uanhuod 
Without the thouglits and deeda ? — In patience' nanie , 
If thou wüuld'st bide with men, and rank witli tbem, 
Be one of theni and act like tlieni ! — Balance liert', 
Lonnging upon the heel that sliuuld be smoking 
With rowels red with &]".'ed, atleast ten leagues 
By tliis from Sarragossa I 

Alag. But, Alinagro — 

Alma. Nay, talk to diildreu, not to me ! — Ey oui- 
Lady, 
Thou art not a man ! — A fuebleness, Alasco, 
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There ia about you, hateful to my nature ! 

An easines3 that treats, as lightest Ihings, 

Matters of grave account. — Gods ! — we have placM 

Our hopcB and feara, our liberties and ÜTea, 

In a nian's handa, aa we believ'd ; and lo ! 

He tutns out to bs a boy ! 

Ahs, By your favour— 

Alma. 'Sdeath ! 
'Tia injury to me ! — foul injury ! — 
Retum'd for all the good I have done for you ! 
How will men talk ? — what will my credit come to, 
Forjudgraent or for justice? Fifty othera 
Had leap'd at such a post, not one of wlioni 
Had so approved himself unworthy of it, 
As thou hast done ! How shall I make defence 
When they allege to me, they know your charger 
Did cool liis niettle at the gate, tlie wbile 
You play'd the page, in your sister's antichamber ! 

Alä», Where thou play'dst visitor ! — Wbat bronght 
thee hither ? 
Almagro ! — mark !— a brother speaks to you, 
And teils you that the floor you stand upon 
Henceforth to you is interdicted gtound ! 
Mark ! — interdicted by a brother'a honour ! 
Who holds the treapasser gainst bis commanda 
Responaible with bis blood ! 

Alma. To me, Alasco ! — 
Do you say this to me ?-— to me — your friend ? 

Aliu. Is it so, Almagro ? — Art thou Alasco^s friend ? 

Alma. Can I be otherwise ? 

Alas. Almagro, teil me, 
Are you a man of whom bis friend can say 
He knows his heart, wheno'er he hears hia tongue ; 
Or one whose tongue aileges of his heart 
Things that ahide not there ? 

Alma. What do you mean ? 

Alaa. What I say! — Almagro, are you my friend 
indeed ? 
Where "s the reply ere well the quostion'a done, 
That, from lov'd Ups, can't brook the bring wrong, 
But, from one word divining all the rest. 
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The moutl) of the propounder stops witli flotits, 
Whioh, while they chafe, asaure liioi. Art thoH ir 

friend ? 
You are sullen !^II1 at ease, I will not say— 
Why did you start wlien I Said — " 111 at ease ?" 
You ate not my friend ! — wlien you deolartd \\ 

were so, 
You spoke wliat was mit trut> 1 

Alma. Sir ! 

Al<M. Saint lago ! 
'Tis conie to " Sir !" The trutli is out at last, tlicii ! 
'Tis come to "Sir!" 'twixt you and nie ! Tliore 

cliance theo 
Tliat it may come to blows ! — Is tliere, Äimagro ''. 
" Sir "— 'tis as clear as day ! — It eould not be '. 
Tlie tliing 'a impossible. 

Alma. What is impossibie '. 

Alm. Tiiat a strong stream sbuuld sto]) ivitli fm? 
nor givc 
Tlie eye of tlie observer time to wink, 
Ere what was flood is ice. — I have been basUiug 
In Summer, dreaming on a bank of snowj 
And freezing now awake ! " Sir " — 

Alma. You forget 
I am Regent ! 

Ala«. You are Regent ? — Oh. you are Krgeiit ! 
True ! — true !— you are anotber kind of man ! — 
Of all anomalies, tbe most outrageous 
Is tliis — tbat circumstances sbould makc tbe mau 
More tliau the man himself— just as if men 
Were no wliit better than the meats tliey feed on. 
Whose value varies by the mode of dressing ; 
Tliat wbat, to-day, will bring one pistole on!y, 
By chauge of cookery brings five to-morrow ! 
You are Regent ? 'tia too bad ! — the brüte, in this, 
Fares far more rationally than Ins master, 
For he is rated by bis own properties-, 
And gives rank to kennel— takcs nonc from ii ; 
Who niade you Regent ? 

Almu. Who ? — tlie pcople ! 

Alm. I' 
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Alma. 'Tia false ! 

Alas. Ha ! say you so ? — Come on then ! you 're 
A traitor ! 

Alma. What? 

Alas. You lieard ! — is it possible ? 
Tben was it true what aome one told me once, 
That when. he tlireaten'd thee with chaatieemeiit, 
Whereof iie gave thee earnest with his tongue, 
In terms tiie bearer better were Struck dead, 
Than unrevenged survive them, thou didst stand 
E'en tlius. 

Alma. How ? 

Ala». Wiiy the 'haviour of a slieet ! 
Anger, I know, tuma pale as well aa red ; 
But if it lacks tlie hue, it has the blow I — 
My siater, recreant ! — I will not draw 
On one that dares not draw on me again, 
Nor even wag my tongue at such a man ! 
" Man ! ■■ do I say ?— Well, " mao."— I acorn to rail ! 
^RüpniNo entert in tke hack ground, and stopping 
short, hal/retires again. 

Alma. Alasco ! you have spum'd me ! — shame- 
fully 
Aspers'd my manhood ! — and I bear it all, 
For I am not a friond plays fast and loose ! 
Nay, wTong me more !— I will the more forbear, 
Thou doubt'st it ? — but a proof can face a doubt 1 
And I have one at band, will make thee writhe, 
That ever thou miaua'dst me. Wait a little, 
ril give thee time to cool, — provido my proof; 
And then return, and we are frienda again ! \_Goe 

Ruph. Alaaco! \_Hae 

Alaa. Father! 

Bup/t. Hast tbou been, Alasco, 
A son to me ? 

Alas. In love, — but not in duty ! 

Rupk. In duty too, dost tbou my bidding n 
Witt do it ? 

Alas. Yes ! 

Rupk. Wilt awear to do it ? 
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Alas. Ycs ; 
I awear ! 

Ruph. He hears thee who remembers, boy ! 
Fortliwitli depart for thy command. — Velasquez 
Waits with tliy courser at tlie postern. — Fly '. 
Thou'lt fiad within hia breast another heart 
True to thee aa thine owti ! — Confide in him !— 

Alaa. Ahnagro ! — 

Ruph. Peaee ! — Almagro means tiiee evil ! 
Thy sister's honour is in jcopardy— 
I know what tlioii woiild'at say. — It is too Inte ! 
She couM not fly witb thee, wero slie ptepared, 
Or were there means at hand, or were there tinio 
To furnish tlium. Slie is betray'd ! — beset ! — 
The safety which she cannot fly to, — tliou 
Must bring to her, my aon, and speedily— 
It must curae speedily, if it come at all ! 

Alas. Why, father ! — 

Rup/i. Ileav'n ! — in my extremity 
Caunüt I flnd a friend in my own son ! 
Thy sister, by Almagro's treason wam'd, 
Has set the King at liberty, and word 
Was by hia secrt't tscort brouglit tiiat he 
Had to the Patriot force comniission sent 
Witli terms of such redress, as their deinands, 
O'erbearing as they were, durst ne'er lift eye to 1 
I should not wonder, met you now advancing. 
And hand in hand, tliose who the other day 
Bore weapoös against weapons ! There is rescuc ! 
Safety ! for ine, thy sister ! — all of us ! 
Away — away, — not by the common stair — 
Alraagro now ascends it, with bis guarda ! 
They come for tliee— believo nie for tbis once ! 
This passage to tliy aiater, by her lord 
Reveal'd, by her to me, — aud whicb were now 
Portal to liberty, were she not wateh'd 
By spics, who dog her every footfall— aafe 
AVithimt tho postern will conduct tliee, — Fly — 
No word I— Thy uath !— Thy sister's honour !— Fly ! 
CAlasco ffoes out. 
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Enter Almaqro u>Uh Guards, atid attended by Nunbz and 



Ahna. {speaking a> he entera^. Secure the traitor ! — 
only now his sword 
Was pointed 'gainst your R«geiit's heart. 

Nunez. My lord, 
AlaBco is not here ! — thia ia bis father. 

Ahna. Not here ! — I left him here ! — where ia the 

traitor ? 
Ruph. Inquire, Älmagro, of thyself for him ! 
Alma. Where is thy son ? 
Rupk. Safe, monater, from thy fangs ! 
Alma. What ! fled ! — Go aeek him in the rooin 
beyond. 
Some nook will give him to yon, — he could not fly ! 
Myself atüod sentry on the stair. 

^All go out hut Almagbo and Ruphino. 
Rupk. You did ? 
You needs iniist love the friend you watuh so well ! 
Alma. You mock at things make other men iook 

Rupk. What thinga ? 

Alma. Bonda ! — mayhe death ! 

Ruph. Heav'n ! this man 
To talk of bonds and death to me tbat was 
More than hia equal yesterday ! — 'Tis thus 
Fair enterpriae falla into disrepute, 
Aod the just fight is lost ! — Some hollow heart 
Makes common cause with the abottora ; toila. 
Suffers perhaps ; draws on himself all eyes, 
All truat, until their cause and he be one ; 
When gets he all he aaka for, — sougbt for, — power ! 
The whioh awhile he wields to profit them ; 
But, now secure of, casta the mask aaide, 
Employa for hia own ends, without conaent 
Of man or angel, until those that groan'd 
At evil days gone by, now shake the head 
And wish them back again ! 

Alma. Thy Hfe 's near apent ! 
Huaband the little that remains of it. 
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Ruph. He Imsbands life wlio looks not to its leiigtli 

But use, and uses it to glorify 

The giver ! 

Alma. Dotard ! — Hitlier comea your son .' 
Rupk. Turn not your faco aside, nor move awa)-. 

You need not shrink from him, he dues not come ! 

Re-enter Nunez and the uthers. 

Alma. Is he not found ? 

Nunez. No ! 

Alma. No ? He must be here ! 
He pass'd not forth '. — I swear he pass'd not fortli. 
Where is your son, o!d man ? — Whit smile you at '. 

Rupk. At your simplicity, Almagro, 

Alma. Ay ! 

Rupk. Ay, sir, to ask a father for his son, 
That you niay give him up to butchery ! 
He is Safe, sir, safe ! — His father's life upon it ! 

Alma. Mayhe !— maybe ! — He must be fonnd [ 

Enter Cotez [Juutilif\. 

Cortez. Tbc Hegcnt ? 

Alma. Here, sir ! 

Cortes. Obedient to your highness' will, 
I aouglit the King, in straiter custody 
To place hini. 

Alma. Weil, sir ! — and you found bim '. 

Corte:. No. 

Alma. Treason on every aide ! — Produce your son ! 

Rvpk. I cannot ! 

Alma. Toll us where you have bestow'd iiim. 

Rupk. I will not ! 

Alma. Take bim to tbe rack ! 

Rupk. The rack ! — 
What !— an old man like me ? — Well, then, the rack ! 
Tbou niock'st ita etrengtb, to waste it on a straw ! 

Nunez. My lord, forbear ! 

Alma. Wbat! — Nunez? 

Nunez. To tbis pass 
Let it not como. 

Corlex. Give cht, my lord, to Nunez ! 
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Alma. Talk to a whiriwind ! — Am I Regent, Cortez ; 
Or you, or Nunez ? 

Nunez. Hand will I have none 
In siicha deed. 

Cortez. Nor I. 

Alma. You will not ?—Aj' ! — 
Omer, — See it dono ! — Yoti may withdraw, my 
friends. [|Nunez and Coktez retire. 

Away with iiim ! 

Ruph. 'VVhen the command shall come 
That Bummona thee away, thou'lt slirink from it, 
As never sliall niy body from the rack ! 

[RirpHiNo is taken out hy Omek and Guarde. 

Alma. Hence ! — Now liave I tbouglit what Chaca 

Before the world sprung out of it ! — Immense 
Perplexity of thinga ! — Nothing, itself ! 
Naught individuality, bat merging 
Into some other tliing. Ambition, Love, 
Hatred, Kevenge, Determination, Fear, 
All liolding sway togetlier, but with strife 
That makes a mock of rule ! I cannut see 
The light for darkness ; darkness fails with light ! 
I cannot stop, — nor yet, for stops, go on ! — 
I am not auywhere, — yet everywhere ! 
Somewhere to fix !— some shape to give resolve ! 
It takes a form, and straightway vanishes 
Into Bome othet — then another yet, 
üntil confusion reels ! 

Enter FenRO. 

Pedro. My lord '. 

Alma. Well, Pedro ? 
Has the old man confess'd ? 

Pedro. No. 

Alma. No !— Enough ; 
Remove bim from the rack ! 

Pedro. That duty, death 
Has spared us. 

Alma. De ad ? 
Pedro. He is dead ! 
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Alma. I feel liis frost ! 
He freezes more tlian I, but feels it not ! 
As with the thunder comes the Clearing up, 
So ends this shock my cliaos, and my thoughts 
Begin to settle — iuto rtiin ! — Ruin ? — 
Come ruin, tlien, but not to mo alone ! {_^Goe- 



SCENE l.—The Ante-room to Olivia's Chamber. 

Tim AttendanU variously occupied — a knock at the door 
-^which one of tkem opem. 

Enter Ai.maoro, Anthonio, and Omer. 
Alma. You are dismiss'd tili moming. — You will 
find 
Your couchea in the quarter tliat we spoke of. — 
Withdraw ; and mind, thanks but preoede rewards, 
Not stand for tliem with us 1 meantime we tliank you. 
Good night. — 

^Auendants gu out, Almagro locks the door afier 
them. 
Anthunio ! [Anthokio comes forward. 

Are you a man of nerve ? 
Anth. I dare avei I am, 
Alma. 'Tis a great property, 
Which mot« availa men in this worM of barter 
Than what tliey buy er sei! ; — you know what I 

inean? 
The nert'e that gains ita point, no matter how ! 
You will perform the ceremony ? 
Anth, Yes, 

Alma. Howe'er shemay protest, gainaay, entreat, 
Threatei», change colour, wcep, sliriek, swoou away — 
It inay come to that — in any case whatever, 
You will not halt, but on ? 
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Antk. I ehall go on ! 

Alma. And I ahall render the responses, botli 
For her, and for Tnyself, Ketire and wait 
Iii ihe Oratoiy — that 's tbe door to it. — 

[Anthonio goes out. 
Omer! 

Omer. My lovd ! 

Alma. 'Tis likely, as I told yo«, 
Your aid may stead me ; in which case approve 
The Moor, may boast in you, a worthy son. 
You will aee her teara, as though you saw them not ! 
And hear her cries, as though you heard them not ! 
And limbs, wbose tendemess dissuade enforcement, 
Reply to as the -vice would, aay it held them ! 
Behind tbese hangings take thy Station, tili 
My aummons asks thy aid — tili then keep still ! 

Omer. I sliaU observe, my lord, 

[Omer conceah kimself. 

Alma. And I reward ! 
'Tis near tbe time she makes her toilct up 
For the night. — Anon she'U summon her attendants, 
And missing their reply, no doubt come forth. 

{_The dock strikes. 
Hark ! her remembrancer ! — listen ! 

Oiivia \within\, Therese ! 

Alma. Well answer'd, silence ! 

OUvia. Wbat ! — Tliereae ! — Therese ! 
Christina ! where are you ? 

£Enters vntAont perceiving Almagro, leko retires 
a little. 
■Where are my maids ? 
I am left alone by them — and purposely ! 
I am Sure of it ! — Alasco doea not come, 
Nor message haa he sent me ! — Flight he talk'd of. 
And still am I in Sarragoasa ! Oh ! 
What mountain huge and inaccessible 
Has fate heav'd «p between us? — Haa be seen 
Almagro ? tax'd him with the shame he did me ? 
And, for bis honest rashness, answer'd with 
His liberty — perhaps his life ? That man 
Is matchfor all extremities !— That man, 
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I liave heard my fatlier say, to gain liis end, 

Would atop at noiight — not blood ! — My father, tuo ! 

'Tis past tlio time he used to visit me, 

An liour ; nor has lie come, — no word froni liim ! 

My motiona watcli'd — egress debarr'd mii from 

Tlie quarters set apart far nie ! — tlic cause, 

" Beasons of atate"- — " t!ie Rcgent's will ;" but wliy 

His will, or wliat tlioae reasons, lield from me — 

The door ! perliaps 'tis free. Lock'd oii me still ! 

]^Trie.i (o ope7i it. 
Ilcaven is not lock'd ! — there is my only refuge ! 
l'l! in, nor otlier couoU enjoy to-niglit 
Save wliat my kneea can make tliem of the ground, 
Whence sliall my snul look up to heaveii tili morniujr ! 
\_Retiring, ie intercepted hy älmagro. 
Älmagro ! 

Alma. Not so fast, Olivia — stop ; 
Or, if yüu will return into j-out Chamber, 
I'Il pasa along with you. 

Olivia. Ho» ! — help there ! 

Alma, [jrasping her wrüi]. Silence ! 
Shriek not ! 

Olivia. My wrist is broken, sir. 

Alma. I grasp'd it. 
Bat not with nndue force, 

Olivia. Lookthcre! — the blood 
In answer to your fingers ! — Fie !— a man 
And uae a woman so ! "Where are tisy women ! — 
Wherefore attend they not ? — wiiy not obey 
My summons ? — where are they ? 

Alma. Hence, by my Orders ; 
Far ont of reach of liearing — as all otbers 
Who might intrude upon the Conference 
I mean to hold witb you ! — You will call in vaiu. 

Olivia. Confer with thee ! — here ? — at tliis time 
o- night, 
Alone ? — a man ? — and one I abudder at ''. 
In Company, and in the open day ! 
Confer ! — Eegone, sir ! — If respect, on thy part, 
Does not instruct thee to recross my threshold, 
Let loathing upon mine ! Think what I am, sir, 
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And if thou hast forgot thou art a man, 

Let that remind thee ou 't, and inake thee blusli. 

And drive thee from niy preBence ! 

Alma, What art thou ? 

Olima. What am I, sir ?— a wife !— I am a wife !— 
A name that 'a liaply borne by one tliat 's weak, 
But gives a power to her, to cope with wliicli. 
He that would mock her must make up his mind 
To abide the wrath of the sterii sanctities 
Wliich in the names of father, brother, husband, 
Protect the wearer'a honour ! 

Alma. With your leave, 
At least a word or two before we part. 

Olivia. No ! not a syüable ! 

Alma. Without your Icave, then ! 

Olinia. Dare you compel me ? 

Alma. If you force me. — Girl, 
You are in my power ! 

Olivia. Heavons! and for this aame man 
My brother would have Iwd his life down! {to herseif. "^ 

Where 
I3 my brother? — At the ttiought of strait to bim. 
Danger or worae, how, all at once, myheart 
Casts off the shaekles of congealing fear, 
And feela at large, with all ita facultiea ! 

^^Resolwtely approaches Almagro, without lookinff 
at him, tkrouffk (Ahorrence. 
Almagro, where is my brother ? 

Almagro \jxmfüunded momentarily^. Wliere ! — 

Olivia. Take time ; 
The answer 's not at band — not to be found 
Except by dint of searching for 't — take time ! 
Yet why delay at all ? — Trutli has no answer 
Save one — if that won't serve, there 

Ä thousand. — Take the first of them^ — from firat 
To last, they are all the same ! — 13 he alive ? 

Alma. He is ! 

Olitia. Where is he? 

Alma. Oone to his command, 
As I auppose. 
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Olivia. As you supposc ! You met 
Before !ie went ? 

Alma. I tliink we did. 

Olinia. You think ! 
You had no words ? 

^/ma. Words ! 

Olivia. Worda ! You did not quarret ? 

Alma. Q,uan-t'l ! 

OK-eia. No mortal strife feil out betwcen you 'i 
No swords were drawn, nor daggers yet pluckM forth, 
lYere tjiere? 

Alma. My band fall from niy side, if aword 
Or dagger quitted slieath of minc to-day t 

Olivia ]jmde2. No thundcr yet, and tbunder-clouds 
all round ! 
Out of such pitcli and wrack a Iiolt niust coine ! — 
My fatlier ! liow is it with him ? Airaagro, 
How fares it witli niy fatlier? wbere is he ? 
Or access liitber is prevented liim, 
Or lience he beara my brother Company, 
Or äometliing or another has befallen liini. 
Why don't you speak, Älmagro? [Jookinff at /lim.j 

Grafiioua powers ! 
Yüur face, wliich scarce tili now I lifted eye to, 
Is not the same ! but changed, and borribly, 
How you remind me of a wretch I saw 
Taken id the act of muider once ! He liad paes'd me 
An hour before, a liale young man, The change 
An bour liad made in liim ! He iiad i^ed a life, 
E'en in tliat hour — and so bare you since last 
I look'd upon you, ncar as brief a iapse ! 
Almagro, where is my fatlier ? teil me, man ! 
What takes away yourbreatb, or strikes you dumli ?— 
I am not your accu^ng sptrit — I am only 
My fatber's child l Are you bis murderer ? — 
He is murder'd ! 

Alma. {_bj/ an ^ort reevem-ing himself^. Well may 
Wunder gasp to meet, 
From Ups so loved, questiou of act so hatoful ! 
Listen and ititerrupt mo not. — Tby vows 
Tliy father-King lias all absolved thee from ; 
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Thou art free to wed again, and wed to irio 
This very hour shall see thte ! 

Olieia. Wed to tbee ! 

Jlma. You heard me, did you not ? 

Olieia. Hast thou encounter'd 
The Iiurror of the woIf pack, as, at night, 
The howl at distance on tlie mountain road 
Admuniali'd tliee, when hnrger waa abroad 
Eoaniing ravine and steep, cut oif from food, 
Aa tlit: earth lay entomb'd in frozen snow 1 
I have, until my blood almost congeal'd, 
My jüints began to lose their facuity, 
And, but for help, I inust have drupp'd aud lain, 
iQcapable of tnotiun aa a stone ! 
'Twas nothing to the thonght of wedding thee ! — 
Though that I know a thing impoBSible ! — 
Not with the wolf pack so ! knew I the track 
The f3niiflb''d monsttrs would be anre to come ; 
Soonei would I lie in it, bound band and foot, 
Than risk the chance would nnake me bride to thee ! 
Thy hand, prestnting me tbe bridal ring, 
I would reooil from aa it broughtto me 
My brother's corse ! Yea, aa 'twere reeking wi h 
My fatber's blood ! — Preserve me Heaven ! be looka 
Again the very heart and aoul of murder! 

Alma. '[recoveri.Tig himself]. I will speak to thee 
once more, and then I '11 act. 
Observe, within tliis quarter where thou bidest 
There breathe not any can be hindrance to me ! 
The forma and agents that make man and wife 
Are ready 1 — Sure aa in that chambet lies 
Thy Couch, and bis thou calt'dst aforetime lord — 
That couch receives another lord to-night ! 
Consent ! 

Olima. X tblnk — and madden wliile I tbink ! 

husband, where art thou ! — Alasco ! — Fatber ! 
A wife ! a child ! — a siater ! — and no help ! 

Alma. Consent ! — provoke not force ! 
Olieia. I dare you, wretch ! 
Ay, woman as I am — weak and alone — 

1 execrate, abhor you, and defy you ! 
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Alma. What, lioa ! — witlijii tlierü ! 

[^Omek and änthonio adoance. 
Oüvia \drav:» a dagger\. Is it so ? behold, then ! 
Tliis taliaman will I defeat thee with, 
Summoning him, with whom, to sido with nie, 
I am more than match for all who come agaiust nie ! 
Witness just Heaven ! the act that wrecks niy life, 
To save my honour, ia not mine, but liis 
Who oö tliis dread extremity impela nie \ — 
Mine honour precious for itself, past life, 
But doubly precious for my dear lord'a sake ; 
In faith to whom my Iieart pours out the blüod, 
No drop of wliich waa e'er rebelHous to him, 

[Omer arrcsts her arm a» »he k g<wiff to »tab her- 
adf ; ehe Uruggle» degperalel^ witk him — he 
I/reathes hei- natne in her ear — the lecome» »ud- 
deniy motionleg» — gazes al Mm intmtl^ — shrieJca. 
and /(du fainting into Ms arm». 
Alma. Prevent ber — Oh, well done ! — What, is she 
dead ? \Trwmpet at a great distancc: 

Omer. Slie lias fainted. 
Alnui. Hark! — whathearyou? 
Omer. I mistake, 
Or 'tia a trumpet. 

Altna, From without the walls ? 
Omer. I thougiit so. 

Abnn. Thete it is again— it speaks 

Omer. Like a frieiid. 

Ahiui. It does so. 

Cortez \withouf\, AVhere ia tlie Regent ? 

Alma, ^ufdoching the dour'J. Here 1 

Enter Cohtez. 
Corte:, Alasco and the King, their powers combiinif, 
Äpproach the gates — a herald in their names 
Demands adinittance, which the crowd, not unly, 
But e'en tlie soldiery, to yield incline. 
Buphino's death ia bruited far and wide. 
And discontent thereon is open-mouth'd. 
Still of your special frienda the moat stand trui\ 
The which to keep helioves you sliow youraelf. 
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Alma. I come to them, away ! — I foUow you. 

[CoKTEZ^oe* out. 
Observe my signet — sliould I send it to you, [to Omer. 
The purpose now you balk'd yourself effect. 
'Tis but her own intent tliat you fulfil, 
So raay the act light on your conscience sit, 
That done, you know where Ue tny coffers — Take 
The key and help yonraelf. — Attend me, father ! 

[Goes out teith Anthonio. 

Omer. moment, look'd for in despite of hope, 
And art tliou come, — and fraught so rieh with bleeängt 
Olivia ! — Laps'd as are hei seEsee, still 
Perception answers me. — A smile, I am sure, 
Begau to waken on her lips, though straight 
Tt dropp'd asleep again ! — and if there did, 
Agaiii I can awaken it. — Olivia ! 
There 'tis ! not brighter to the mariner 
Benighted and storm-tom, bis reckoning lost, 
Strikes on a beacon the ctear rising sun, 
Than beama that smile upon her faithful lip 1 
Her heart resun)es its functions, — There it beats ! 
And o'er her cheek — aa wan as death's before, 
Life 'gins to shoot, thoiigh palely. — Such a welkin 
'Gan never yet the dawn to crimson up ; 
Whose fragrance is a beggar to the balm 
That breathes upon me now ! — Her eyelida qutver ! 
They open, if I breathe her name again ! 
How near may joy, life'e feast, become its bane, -j 
Lack to abundance on a sudden tuming ! 
If I so gasp, how may it prove with her ? 
She knew me l^-clear she did ! 

OUnia [cominff ffraduallj/ to kersel/^. Alonzo ! Sure 1 
I saw Alonzo! — Through no other's eyea 
Alonzo'a soul could look ! — I beard bim speak too ! 
It must be so, or wherefore ia bis voice 
Freah in miiie ear ? — wbo holds me ? — la't Alonzo ?■ — 
[Alonzo furni away from her. 
Show me thy face t — the mookery of dye 
Aud gear ! — to change the dreaa and the complexiun, 
While the soul aita in her aaaured seat, — 
The eye, which scofiij at Imea and garnituve 
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Tliat would supplant its own ! Though thuu didst 

take 
The Ethiop's 'haviour and habiliments, 
I would know thee ! — cal! thee ray Alonzo ! — throw 
My triistful arms around thee ! 
Alan. My Olivia ! 
Olivia. Ab, my dear lord ! — 

[Raising her liead from hü neck and gazxny ufwi 
htm, ihen ünk'wg on his neck again. SkouU 
icitkout. 
Wbat means that tiinndt '< 
Ahn. Safety. 

Re-ciitfi!' Ihe Priest. 

Priest. This eignet from the Regent. 

Alan. What haa happened ? 

Priest. Alin^o, striving to rotain the city, 
Was by his owii abettora overborne. 
Till' gates have welcomed in their former master, 
With whom Alasco enters now ; which issue 
As soon as he foreaaw, Almagro gave 
This signet to me, with injunction atrict 
To place it in tliy band, 

Ahn. 'Tis well! — retire, [PrieBt c/oes out. 

Olivia. Wby aends Almagro, love, to thee his signtt? 

Alon. For thy destrnction. 

Olivia. Fit that he, who slew 
The father, shonld deatroy the child — for well 
I kuow he siew him. 

Akn. Even there is hope ! 
Oh Heaven ! tho« turn'st again tlie hue of death — 
Bt'ar up ! — be atrong in trust.— Wby am I liere 
If not advisedly — why aeem I what 
You soe, but for an end ? — ^Oh, tune thy aoul 
To thoughta of comfort, even there, where hope 
Seems dead ! — Forbear to question 1 Coine witb me, 
And list what I ahall teil thee as we go ! ^TAey go oul. 
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SCENE IL— The Corridor of th& Palace. 
Enter Velasoubz and Andreas, meetin^ Nunez. 

Fdas. Saw you Alasco, as you came along ? 

Nunez. No, air. 

Vdas The same response I mcet from all : 
Strange, how I lost him all at once ! — we enter'd 
The citadel together ! wliere can he be ? 
Ooly a Word oi two I changed with one, 
Apart, who drew me to confer with him, 
And straight retuming, found Alasco, yaniah'd. 

Nunez. Bemember'at who was with him ? 

Velos. Cortez. 

Nunee. Right ! 
Myself remarkM them— overheard them speaking, 
Tüuching the manner of Ruphino's murder, 
The while Almagvo, guarded, walk'd before. 

Vdas. Älmagro ? you remind me now of him. 
Him, also, did I miss. 

Nmiez. At the same time ? 
Where'er they are, most like tliey are together. 

Vela». The chance oVrleaps your guess — -Be siire 
they are ! 
At such a juncture, but bis father'a deatli, 
And he the hated Instrument of it, 
Could so engross Alaeoothat he leaves 
The throne untended that gives amnesty 
To wide revolt ; and, for the grace it deigns, 
Beceives whole hearts with thrice-awom homage back ! 
Let'a aearch for good Alasco. — Neat Almagro, 
Guarded and chain'd, I fear for him ; no match, 
"Gainst such a maze of wily villany ! 
Speed, sirs — bestir yourselves— he must be fonnd ! 

ITheij ffo out. 
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3!)0 TUR RüSP. OF ADDAGOX. 

SCENE III. — The Dungeon of Turture. Around,Üte 
tarioua ImplemenU. In the front, on ane side, the 
rock; on the olhcr, the block. 

Enter Alasco, — s/ops and looks öfter htm. 
Akts. Why do you hesitate ? Come in, Almngro ! 

F.nter Aimaoso, /ollowed by Jailer and Guards. 

Alma. A stränge place tliia for conference ! 

Alas. It is a, silent and retired place ; 
What fitter tlien ? Here ore no eaves-droppers ! 
No tliin partitions wliich invite the ear 
While tliey repel tlie eye ! — Free speeclt tiiay liere 
Make free ! Your aword, good jailer, leave with me. 
And lay it aolselessly on yonder hencli ; 
Tlien, with your friends, retire ; and aa yoii go, 
Make fast tlie door. Au hour hence, come again ! — 
By then, we shall have done. There for your pains. 
[_Aside to Jailer. 
\_Gives a parte to the Jailer, who retires Kith Gnarde, 
loeking the door afier iketn, kaving premomly laid 
his sword as directed. 

Alma. Why does he lock tbe dnngeon door ? 

4la». Tokeep 
rntrusion out. Such friends as you and I, 
Sharing their hearts alone wtth one another, 
Endure not byatanders when they confer ! 
Is it not so ? 

Alma. Why are we here ? 

Alas. Almagro ! 
Wliy are we anywhere, but by the will 
Of Heaven ? — Its will he dune ! — -Will you say so ? 

Alma, Why should I not ? 

Alm. Wliy, Heaven haa given command 
To nien, they shall not murder ; and 'tis written. 
Who sheddeth blood ahall bleed ! — Sit down, Almagro, 
On youdcr engine. — I shall seat me here ; 
Such things awaken thoughts of seriousness, 
And aerioua is the work we have in liand !- — 
Won't you sit down ? — Dccline you tlie fair seat ; 
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THE ROSE OF 

You shrink from it ! You are a man of ruth ! 

You know füll well it is the couch of groana, — 

Ot sweat-drops, wrung by dint of agony, — 

Of death pangSj thick and sliarp, though lingering, 

In one of which more writhing lies than he knowa 

Who, limb by linib, is broken on the wheel ! — 

And yet, when I bethink myaelf again, 

I wonder you should loathe the instrument ! 

For look at me ! — I breathe aa free as ever ; 

My arms are folded o'er a heatt at ease ; 

Its wonted hue, methinks, investa my clieek. 

And I am ätting on the very block, 

Yet never lifted axe to lop a head ! — 

Come ! — take your seat, Almagro ! 

Alma. What do yon mean t 

Alm. ril teil you, answer roe a word or two ! 
Did I not trust you ? — did I not löve you ? — both 
With the wmplicity of a very boy ? 
You know I did. — If you do not, say so, 

Alma. I do not say so. 

Alas. No ?— So far, so well. 

Alma. "What do you purpose ? — wherefore bring nie 
hither ? 

Alas. I haven't done yet ! — Waa 't not my pride, 



To build you up in men'a esteem above 
Myself ? — Whene'er they gave Alasco credit 
For thia or that deaert, — did he not mount 
Your merits on bis own ? If he did not, 
Deny it. 

Alma. Nay, I don't deny it. 

AloM. Well, 
Again ! 

Alma. Alasco, this is &eezing work ! 

Alas. Not so, Almagro, — all tbc frost's to com« 
You were a man of doubtful rank, Almagro — 
I mean in men's esteem — when firat I knew you ; 
Among oui comradea, some did rate you low, 
Some high, though doubtingly ; none very high ; 
I raised you to the top, and kcpt you tliere ; 
Yea, when the people's choice between us lay 
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593 THE ROSE OF ARBAGON. 

In even balance, 'gainst mystlf I gave 

Tbe Casting vote at once tliat made ynu Regent ! 

Now, to the credit mde — my debta to you ! 

They are feW; but large, Almagro!— Foremost, tlien, 

A sister's sacredness profaned \ — That trespaaa, 

Had I leam'd it tlien, all tliB reat liad saved tlice— 

Teil nie how a man a modest woman treats. 

And I"U teil you wliat kind of man lie is ! 

In tbe nest placu — my credit nndermineii — 

Yoii know wlio Cortez ia — and with the smile 

Of a friend, that never yet play'd fast and loose, 

My freednm jeopardised — perhapa my life ! — 

And last of all — ay, — look upon the rack ! — 

You might as well bave laid an infant on it, 

You would aa soon ! — I believe it ! — last of all, 

Uly father like a sound leaf withering, 

"Whioli if allow'd to hang ita little tinip 

Falls with a breath that Iiardly stirs tlie spray, 

ThoTi wonidst not anffer dreamingly to die, 

But bronght'st, witb heart to ruth impBni.'trable 

As fliiit to deiv, to an untimely eiid, 

Forestalling sieep witb tnrtiire ! 

Alma Yon fiTtret 1 
Yonr father hated ine — wliat P'ogeny, 
Exeept tiie serpent, should the aerpent liave ? 
You tliwarted nie, — who would not push aside 
The lett that atood 'twixt his aoiira wigh and liim ? 
Youi- sistev drove me mad with love, and apurn'd nie ! 

Alas. You ncver knew what love was! — Love! — 
Wj,at ! love 
A virtiious maiden, aud, with no incliniug 
Oo her part tnwarda thee, dare to violate 
Even tbe gauze tbat veils bor modest face ? 
He nc'er knew love — can never know — wbo knuns 

W.)nian uiilapfifd is, rext to Heav'n, u)()st sii'.rcil > 
8ay tliat the man, who would profane her, lovis liti' l 
And if he doea, brutea love a3 mucb as he ! 
You nt-'er wont mad wltb an^ftliinj^ so holy ! 

Alma. Why liavi> you brouiht me to thia place ? 

Alas. To die ! 
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That tliou aliouldst bring me to the paäs, Almagro, 

Tliat makes me teil thee this .' — me ! — thy Alasco ! 

Thine even tnore, in cherishing, tlian ever 

He was liis own ; whose brain, lieart, body, limbs, 

At any time sooner tlian for bimaelf, 

He liad laid down for thee ! — When a gaunt bear 

Ruah'd from a thiotet towards thee oiice, who lay. 

Ere thou couldst wink, struggling upon the ground 

'Twixt thee and bim ? ealling to thee to fly. 

So all forgctful was be of himaelf, 

Although entangled in the deadly hug 

Of the feil monster ? With my forest knife 

I saved thia arm ita blood, — so saving tliee — 

This arm, now neryed to kill thee '. — ^Drateinpy — 

How can this be ? 
How has it come to pass ? — whence this blank wreck 
Of love, so staunohly built, I could have sworn 
The atorm blew never yet could break it up ! 
Teil me ! — for I am wild with wondering .' 

Alma. I wonder too, but am not wild withal, ' 
That thou ahouldst wish to take thyaelf the life 
Thou knowest to be forfeited. 

Alas. Why, who 
So fit to be thy exeeutioner ?^ 
To fili the office wliose revolting nature 
Flesh creeps at so, its functionary sickens, 
With loathicg, those who only look upon him ? 
Who, for an office ao unnatural, 
So fit, as such a trespasser 'gainst nature 
As I am ? — to a stranger to my blood 
Who gave that truat, which to the aource of it 
I owed but would not give ! — Except for me, 
Thou ne'er hadst laid my father on the rack ; 
'Twas I who gave thee power o'er bis grey hairs, 
I was bis murderer as well aa thou. 
Of felona men make executionera ! 

Al/na. My blood be on thy soul, so shedd'st thou it ! 

Alas. Almagro, I will shed it ! — thou niust bleed. 
And by this band ; but I will uae this band 
As it becomes a aoldier and a man ! — 
Here is anotber sword ! - Thia brave revenge 
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Breathed I the wish to take, I were prevtntcd 1 

The meanest liind in Arragon would ftout 

The thought of hononrable chastisement 

To one ao fallen as thou art,--but I hold it 

A debt due to a father by bis son. 

And niean to pay it in füll ! — Xo furtlier parley ! 

Wbat ia infirm in tbee, as I do know 

But niust not now cast thought to, overlook ! 

Come, guard tliy lifo ! — strike manfully at mine !; 

'Tis the last time ita bane may prove tby aafeguard ! 

Alma. Hold yet a moment ! — thou wouldat give me, 
säte, 
Fair play ! — Thy weapon is the longer one !— 

Alas. Measure it ! — tbere ! 
^Gives his »tcord to Almagrü, wäo tkroies it av:ay- 

Alma. Lo ! tbou who now bo freely 
"VVouldat shcd Almagro's blood, and boastingly 
Didat make a mcrit on 't, look to tbine own ! 
Not by ÄlascoV bonourablc swocd, 
Nor by the acaffold, shall Almagro die ! 
Such meana am I provided witb as scoff 
At aught the executioncr, or thou 
Canst perpetrate against nie. Mark, Alasco ! 
Almagi-o dies, but thou sbalt die before bim ; 
Fot in thy weakness, which I ever loathed, 
I see the bane that to tbis close lias brougbt 
My dearest bopes and me ! Yet, ere I use 
The vantage which thy trustfulneaa — I thank it 
For the last time — has given me, it is fit 
Thou know the füll extent of wbat thou oweat me. 
Thou thonght'st thy debt on the score oE old Ruphino 
Was large enough ; but wbat will bo tby wondcr 
Wben I shall teil tbee thou mayst add to that 
Another larger yet ? Know then, Alasco, 
Soon as the tide of fortune 'gan to ebb, 
Sudden as it aet in, and 'gainst the chance 
Of aught whicb thou, and those in league with thee, 
Could practise 'gainst me, I secured myself ; — 
By my contrivance did thy sieter's dagger 
Drink her own blood ! 

Alm. — Now let tliy aword drink niine ! 
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I will not swerve to avoid thee ! — lift my arm 

To hinder tliee ! — move 90 much as a, finger ! 

I am a man tlie earth muüt loathe to bear ! 

AJl wlio livea on 't must loathe ! who loatlies tiimself ! 

OUvia [without], Alasco ! 

Alma, [terrißed]. Heard you auglit ? 

Alag. [in wonder]. My aister call'd. 

Ruph. [without]. Alasco! 
Alag. [^ffreatli/ moved'}. That'a my fatiier's Toice.' 

Alma. The dead. 
Arise ! [Droppitig tke »word, and elaxping hü handt. 

Velos. \_witkouf\. Alasco ! 

Alas. Now Velasquez calls ! 

Alma. Vela:8quez is not dead ? 

Alas. Sustain me, Heaven ! 
Out of such darkness, if such light should break, 
Has nature strength to bear it ? What was that 
One whisper'd me aa I came in ? " Witli doubt 
Receive whate'er thou hearest." Am I to doubt 
My father's deatU ? my sister'a death ? I have heard 
Of nought beside— 

[VELASdUBz, RuPHiNo, and Olivia, without, 
calling together. 

All. Alasco! 

Olivia ^vnthout~\. Open, Pedro, 

{Tke door open« ; Ouvia, Rupbiko, the Kino, 
Alonzo, Velasque», attd Pedro, enter. 

Alas. AliTe! 

Olima. Mybrother! — Safe! Thanks,gentle Heaven! 
Alasco, my Alaaco ! — my brother ! [_^Emhraemg Mm. 

Alas. My father, too ! Oh ! — pardon yoiir Alasco ! 



Rupk. My 9on, we all need pardor 

Alas. Wboishe? 

Olivia. Tho gracious prince; who, of my danger 

Return'd to Sarragossa; thus disguised, 
Watch'd o'er thy sister at his dear life'a peril. 
And thereby saved thy father from the rack. 
Her from dishonoui ! 
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-ilufi. Sir, I am confounded ! — 
Wliat shal! I say to tliee ' 

Ahn. Call me thy brother ! 

Kinff. As lienco, thy sister I sliaO call iiiy cliili! ! 

Alma, [osiife^. Destroy'd by those I deem'd iny 
iiiätruments ! 
Frustrated in tevenge, in love a»d Iiate ! 
Wliat fair set-off 'gainst such discomfiture ? 
The gibbet cheated, or the block, or wheel ! 
Could we cheat Heaveo ! — No circumventin^ there 1 
What 's this I sce ? — Instead of the hugo World, 
A film ; and what before was sliadowy, 
The World to come, condensing into vast 
Enonnoua fiibstance, iosupportable 
To thouglit ! The drug asserte ita potency ! 
This 13 the death-sweat that bedews mj pal ms, 
My forehfad and my lip, and like a cold 
And slimy strpent, coiling round my frame, 
With its loathed folds, my very marrow chills. 

Kinff. What man is he, tliatyonder Stands and lives, 
Yet seema in the mortal agony ? 

Alas. Almagro. 

Kiriff. What!— he?— tlien has lie LiukM »\«m the 

For the last time ! — the rack shall deal with him. 
No death-bed half so 6t. Let's Icase him to it. ^Going. 

Ahg. Oh no, my liege ! 

King. TIiou wouldst not plead for him 1 
Up ! up ! thy knee rebels, yonng man, to bend 
'Gainst natnre ! justice! Barth and Heaveii, theiii- 

To suppücate for him whom thcy condcnm '. 

Against thy father's lifi' thou makest siiit, 

Against thy sister's honour — not to name 

Thp TFfong he meditated 'gainst thyself ! 

Fin'bear, young man. Why hang you tliua your liead. 

And still the posture keep that casts it dnwn ? 

What would you ask for? 

Ala». Time for pcnitenee. 
A nionth ! Well, then, a week ! If not a week. 
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A day ! Between the attempt, sir, and tlie act 
There is a difference ; so ehoutd tliete be 
Between the pains with wliich we visit them. 
Tlie crimes he dies for were not perpetrated ; 
No Tictim calls for retribution. 
Spare him, O God ! sir, we were boys togetber. 
Howp'er it changes with us oa life's road, 
The sunny start all intervals breaka througb, 
And warms us with the olden mood again ! 
The hcarty laugU of youth ia in tnine ear. 
And there Stands he wlio sharedit with me, now 
A woful bankrupt ; while the rieh possessions 
I counted lost, are all my own again. 
I ean't forbcar. Say that I hold my tongue, 
My eyes will speak : you see they do without ; 
And for the playmate's sake Iniplore tliee spare 
The man, although a weak and guilty one ! 

Kinff. Against my judgment does my heart give way, 
CoiTupted by yont teara. His life is yoiirs : 
Do with it whnt you list ! 

Alas. It shall be spared. 
An exile shall he live to die in penitence ! 

Pedro. Hiish ! He dies by poiaon, sir ! 
I know the signa. He niakes a sudden cnd ! 
His spirit 's gone — it fleeted witli that groan ! 

Alas. Tbe pardon you permitted, Heav'n deniea him ! 
Its justice and ita mercy are its own ! 
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